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Something exploded at the tail Of the craft 





# 


The Earth Shakes 


Remote from shipping lanes and looking a mere pinhead 
of green and white from any supersonic planes screaming 
far above, the tiny tropical island which was the secret base 
of International Rescue lay like a jewel on the calm sur- 
face of the Pacific. 

Scott Tracy, returning from a routine security check 
of the island, walked up the palm-flanked causeway from 
the lagoon and went through a wicket door into the hidden 
hangar in the base of the cliff below the concrete and 
glass house. 

Virgil and Gordon, the oldest of his four brothers, wear- 
ing light blue overalls, were busy servicing Thunderbird 
Two, the huge jet aircraft which could convey heavy 
rescue equipment to the four corners of the world at five 
thousand miles an hour. 

“Sure does my heart good to see folk working,” Scott 
said cheerfully. “But where’s Brains?” 

“He’s been -up in the lab all morning,” Gordon said, 
removing his coppery head from a jet intake. 

“Holding a computer conference,” Virgil grinned. “He’s 

robably got some weird and wonderful new bee in his 
nnet.” 

“More likely he’s giving ’em a pep talk,” Scott chuckled. 
“Telling ’em how to do their job. I'll go up and see him. 
I’ve been thinking——” ei 

“Gee!” Virgil gasped, turning to look in feigned aston- 
ishment at Gordon. “So that was the strange noise we 
heard! ” 

“Yeah. I figured it was a hurricane blowing up, but it 
was just big brother’s brain awakening from an age-long 
stupor.” 

“Wise guys, huh?” Scott ee good-humouredly, step- 





ping into the small service elevator: “Remind me to punch 


your noses some time when I’m not so busy.” 


Scott entered the laboratory workshop. Brains, the young é 


eg and inventor whose genius had created the won- 
yea craft and equipment which served International 
: jeg a yore! hen bortag over a bench beside a com- 
+ FMS Gark hair was ruffled and his c 
smeared with grease. bsg tara 
“Say, Brains ——” 


“Quiet, please!” Brains cut in, with a peremptory ges- 


ture of his hand. 
Scott crossed the room and i ft 
t D r peered curiously at’ the 
seiaae ee sig of Pi oogpe hee was Cumin, 
urec were flas an i 
eat 2M singe g a needle was tracing an 
_ “Crockery rattles. Picture falls f 
ge muttered Brains. ee 
ott slowly turned his gaze from the instru 
¢ i ument to 
pega Had it happened at last? Had over-stimulation of 
§ mind sent poor old Brains round the bend? 
The young scientist seemed to become aware of Scott’s 
ri scrutiny and blinked at him through his big horn- 
“Oh—er—hallo Scott. I didn’t hear in.” 
‘i ; i OU Co! j 
Py ager you told me to shut aoe iim 
1d 1? Vm terribly sorry, Scott. I did not i 
rbd es Lu I Looe was so engrossed in sy aoe 
vention. © indicated the i “This i 
emi € instrument. “This is my 
“Your what?” 
“Well, it’s a device for givin: i i i 
& warnings of im 
earthquakes, Scott. As you know, we’ve had itt ped 
tems for hurricanes and tsusamis and volcanic eruptions 
rae a long time now and hundreds of thousands of lives 
ave been saved in consequence. But so far earthquakes 
have proved an—er—insurmountable problem.” 
ip you've surmounted it?” 
“I am encouraged to hope so, Scott. 
thought I elected indications of a tremor in Japan. Just 
es ee erg A radioed a warning to the Japanese 
i¢ Control. A few moment i 
ue nts ago I registered a fourth 


An hour ago I 
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“Fourth degree? What’s that mean?” : 

“Not very serious, I am glad to say. A slight shaking 
that would be noticed by most people indoors. Crockery 
would rattle and pictures fall from walls, and——” 

“A few bells would ring? So that’s what you were mut- 
tering about just now?” / 

"Yes, Scott. But if the shock had been a severe one, 
involving damage to buildings, my warning would un- 
doubtedly have saved lives.” 

_ *That’s great! You're a knock-out, Brains.” 

Brains blinked. “Oh, little of the credit is due to me, 
Scott. Seismologists have been trying for over a hundred 
years to get warnings of earth shocks. I’ve merely collated 
their data and fed it into a computer. Even so my system is 

far from perfection. Yet for thousands of years birds and 
animals have been known to flee from an earthquake 
zone before the actual shock occurred.” 

“You're too modest, Brains. This device of yours seems 
to be the cat’s whiskers. Can you give me a demon- 
stration?” : 

“One can’t conjure up shocks to order, Scott. But we 
could try. The Pacific seaboard of South America, for 
instance.” Brains turned some controls. “There are. con- 
stant small tremors occurring there. First degree which 
can be recorded by seismographs only, or second degree 
shocks felt by a few people on the higher floors of a 
building. Indeed, it is said that in Chile and Peru the 
natives only begin to worry when they don’t feel a tremor 
for some time——” 

He broke off, suddenly tense. 

“What’s the matter?” Scott asked, 

Brains pointed to a tube in which mercury was leaping 
beneath a red flashing light. 

“Took, Scott! That indicates that tremendous subter- 
ranean pressure is building up off the Peruvian coast.” » 

Brains rapidly punched buttons on the computer. It 
hummed and ticker tape began to spill out like ribbon 
from a magician’s hat. Brains grabbed it and began to 


read. / 
“Earth shock imminent. Epicentre south-south-east of 


Lima. 
“Will it be a bad shock?” Scott asked anxiously. 
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“Degree six or seven possibly. If the epicentre is deep 


in the mountains perhaps it will not be serious. But there 
may be damage to badly constructed houses. I must radio 
@ warning.” 

“How long before it hits them?” 

Brains shrugged. “One cannot be sure. It may be an 
hour, perhaps less,” 

“Okay. Get that warning through, Brains. I’m going 
to see Dad.” 

Scott hurried through into the lounge where his father 
was dictating a report to Tin-Tin, the lovely raven-haired 
Eurasian girl who was his secretary. 

Jeff Tracy looked up, a faint smile creasing his craggy 
face as he sensed Scott’s excitement. 

“What’s eating you, son?” 

Scott quickly explained Brains’s earthquake forecast, 

Jeff frowned. “I knew he was working on something 
like that, but results seemed incredibly remote.” 

“Dad!” Scott broke in urgently. “This may-be a false 
alarm. But equally it could mean great devastation, even 
- if they do take notice of Brains’s warnings and evacuate 
the danger zone, They may need all the rescue workers 
they can get.” 

“And 
there, just in case it’s needed, huh? You’re 
Jeff glanced at a chart on his desk. “You can get'to Lima 
in twenty minutes from take off. Get cracking! I’ll launch 
Thunderbird Two as soon as I hear from you what equip- 
ment will be necessary to supplement local resources.” 

“Okay, Dad. I’m on my way.” 

Scott hurried across the lounge and stood in one of the 
semi-circles formed on the polished floor by the scalloped 
edge of the carpet, his back to the wall. He. raised ‘his 
hands and grasped bracket lamps fixed to the wall on 
either side of his head. 

Hidden machinery whirred softly and a section of the 
wall at his back pivoted, taking him with it. The inner 
side of the wall panel slid smoothly into place and the 
lounge looked just as it was before, complete with an 
identical pair of wall lights. 

Beyond the wall Scott, still 


grasping the lights, paused 
for an instant, looking down 
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proudly at the slim length 


you figure International Rescue should be right { 
right, son,” 





ket plane Thunderbird One, which stood on its 
poh a all pit hangar beneath the house. Then 
he removed his hands from the lamps and a moving ana 
way carried him across the gap into the nose cone o 
hundred-foot vessel. ‘ 
eT the small equipment-packed control cabin, he ope 
button on the arm of the gimbal-slung pilot seat, an 
i nel slid back to reveal his uniform with the extended 
ti insignia of International Rescue on the blue shoul- 
d. 
iy he put on his uniform, Thunderbird One de 
automatically to its launch ramp and then slid — 
\ downwards out of the hangar into the launch pit benea 
| i in, 1. . . . 
I. eee above Virgil and Gordon, still in uel 
easy overalls, alerted by the action stations alarm, ‘8 
cd their father and Tin-Tin. Jeff briefed them on the 
situation. la 
i two boys stand by. We should be hearing 
Ae pads Seca minutes, if we don’t get a prior call 
the danger zone.” : 
ger an eas as the swimming pool moved Brcttiln 
sideways, sliding beneath the stone-flagged patio to‘rev 
1 launching pit below. h a 
 cagela nothing for them to do. Automatic controls 
ed trouble-free working. f 
OF Rocket motors thundered, 0a by the confines red 
the pit. The silver nose-cone of Thunderbird One appeared, 
gleaming in the sun, With a whooshing roar it slowly 


. rose on flaring rocket gases, then accelerated towards the 


cloudless blue of the sky. : 

Tell turned and crossed the room to his desk. . a 
of a switch and a glass ashtray rose like a hinged flap 
to expose a microphone-speaker. ae . 

“Space station from base,” he said. “Come in, John. 

On the wall above him, one of the oil paintings of 
his five sons slid aside to reveal a television ae 
which was the image of John Tracy in his blue and ilac 
space nig oe apa 

if Father?” Ge 

eoot's Wasted off for i Brains thinks an earth 





shock may be imminent, Keep in constant touch with 

him and monitor loca] radio stations. If anything happens 

before Scott gets there, report to me immediately.” 
“F.A.B., Father! ” 


A bleeping came from Scott’s portrait and it slid aside 
to reveal another monitor screen showing him Sitting at 
the controls of his craft, 

“Thunderbird One to base,” he announced. 
to horizontal flight. Setting course north-north 

a Jeff said, smiling up at him. “Carry on. 
But for once I’m sure hoping Brains is wrong.” 

Scott levelled off at two thousand five hundred feet 
and headed north-north by west. 

Although the powerful jet could fly at higher altitudes 

ili Supersonic craft, it flew at a height of 
hundred feet only when leaving base 


Fifteen minutes later Scott saw the snow-capped peaks 
of the Andes rearing their jagged teeth above the clouds. 
But the ocean below him and the coast line were hidden - 
by the mist that continually shrouds the 
zone, due to the cold Antarctic currents meeting the warm 
€quatorial waters, 

He switched on his microphone. “Space station from 
Thunderbird One. Approaching destination. Estimated 
time of arrival five minutes. Ground visibility nil, Re- 
ducing speed to reconnaissance and descending to five 
hundred feet.” 

“F.A.B., Scott,” John said. 


Scott fired his retro-rockets and the great wings un- 
folded. The aircraft dipped and glided through the mist. 
“Any communication from destination?” he asked. 
“The authorities acknowledge Brains’s Warnings and 
have evacuated all possible danger areas, Touch down at 
the airport, Scott. They’re keeping Runway Five clear for 


you, although I emphasised you did not need a Tunway.” 
“F.A.B., John.” ; 
0 


ni Mei ate Ne. 
| mist he could now see the creamy 
ees ic white of the coastal se ap 
Teouents of seabirds screeched and whirled above 
pee islands, startled by his screaming jets. 


He flashed over the ancient port of Callao and saw the 


i ildings of twenty-first century Lima 
DE rrcagh ths 1 og ihe the dark backcloth of 
slopes. : f : 
RE, Gloiking toscons of the airport sage gpd bg oad 
ershot, marking the cleared runway, an ge nity 
Wine radius. As he zoomed Lapointe ated 
j ake his vertical landing, it h ae 
mcs ne Ge white surface of the airfield ed 
gad acrous as if it were a sheet of paper s 
an invisible knife. We we 
A giant strato-liner on the adjoining ru ge Nig uted 
d then nose-dived into the gap. For an ins i 
Rive its great tail pointing skywards like an “i ing 
finger iba den the gap snapped shut again, edge a 
Bent: ‘half of the plane like gigantic nutcrackers. 
crashed to the tarmac and burst.into flames. eae OE 
Sweat started on Scott’s brow as he lifted Thu ¢ 


and flew on. 


“Another minute and I might have been down there,” . 


i lane!” 
‘ ank Jupiter that was an empty p! 
le ee the coast Led nt be tet 
in, was ni tated. 
ya Die rig and there he saw a gi. 
fn yin apacied like a house of cards, but for vg 
road they had withstood the shock; for the people o' 


country had learned by many a bitter lesson how to build — 


to withstand constant tremors. : 
” ‘ei ‘ approached the airport again, he saw that i. 
fire-tenders had already extinguished the unig Laci 
Two other planes were canted me git Php ite Pian 
her sign of damage. The pre- : 

Be eel welding’ on their solid bedrock foundations 
Pe utes the binds: “Lima Tower from Thonderbird. 
Is it safe to land?” s IEG 

vs i Tower Control.” The offic 

Thunderbird from % 
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sounded a little shaken. “Shock was of minor duration, 
and has now subsided. It is safe to land.” 


Firing the under-jets, Scott touched down between the 
tower and the burned-out airliner. As he opened the hatch 
and dropped to the ground, a jeep chased across the air- 
field and screeched to a halt. A uniformed official alighted. 

“Welcome, sefior,” he said, saluting. “We are much in- 
debted to your so-wonderful organisation for your timely 
warning. It is incredible that you should learn of this 
thing, but undoubtedly it has saved much loss of life.” 

“Tm glad to hear it,” Scott replied. “Just how bad is 
the damage, sefior?” 

“In the older, the poorer quarters, it is considerable, 


but thanks to your warning we were able to evacuate the 
inhabitants.” a 


“Casualties?” 


“Many, but mainly minor injuries with which thé medi- 
cal services can cope.” The official shrugged. “A very. 
unpleasant experience, but fortunately not a national 
calamity, sefior. So far there have been no deaths reported.” 

“So far? You mean—?” 

“That we must wait for reports from outlying districts 
before we can be sure. And there is one building in the 
town on which the rescuers are still working-—a small res- 
taurant in which a wall collapsed. Patrons are buried. Until 
we have got them out we cannot be sure if there are any 
fatalities.” é 

The official clicked his heels and smiled. “His Excel- 
lency the mayor has asked me to request that you will 
stand by in case we have difficulty, sefior. We understand 
that your wonderful organisation has unique equipment 
which can deal with almost impossible situations.” 

“Sure,” Scott smiled, “I’ll stand by. Take me to this 
place. Maybe I can be of some assistance. But I'd like 


a hand with my mobile control equipment, just in case 
it’s needed ” 


“Certainly, sefior! ” 


The official blew a whistle and airport hands hurried 
up. Scott’s control consoles were loaded into the jeep. 


“And I'd like a guard put on my craft to make sure 
rz 








0 one takes Bites of it,” Scott went on. “That is vital, — 
won” 


‘shall iend.” j order 
Tt) be done, my friend.” The official gave an ord 
tat co hone on the jeep and two emda -gupree 
cars drove out to take up guard stations by 
sree pm sefior,” the official’ said witha smile - ii 
with screaming siren, hurtled out of the airpor o : 
ae the wide tree-lined avenue leading to the city, Pi 
treat you like royalty. Today you are our saviours. 
forever grateful to you. ya : ‘ 
aga oie a small roadside building es in begs 
The concrete of the road was cracked in toe ye 
‘huge cornice stone from a high building had p ung ied 
“into the earth. Palm trees had been snapped like m : 
oa outskirts of the city, among the older and rail 
buildings, the damage was greater. The narrow stree’ “th 
blocked with rubble, and stolid-faced cholas were im i g 
about in the ruins of their homes, seeking to salvag 
hey could of their belongings. ‘ 
on is incredible what damage Nature og . 
few short moments, sefior?” asked the official. “s i 
ia and shakes the earth and sia 2 wan = pe ie 
| lives. These people here have Intern a 
. ors for the fact that they are still alive this 
afternoon.” bates ie 
“st ess that’s why we exist, in a way. 
ee Mocs cain job is hig folk who re in danger, 
vention is better than cure. 
Be cons coat the credit was Brains’s and his nice 
But for Brains’s latest ee Se Lima mig 
ourning its dead tonight. 
ool ey one ‘ato the entrance to a wine pa se 
which had been copinveneeg® by eT wae oe . 
i iren part ec L 
Gee the Sartles il pein and the jeep tore Aion ge ives 
square, in which fountains still played as they had don 
for centuries. oe 
ide heavy rescue appliances wer i 
ne tuts of a cafe whose once gay-striped awning 
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protruded like a 
and rubble. 

As the jeep slammed to a halt, an injured man on a 
stretcher was being carried from a hole, which had been 
tunnelled into the ruins, towards a waiting ambulance, 

An official-looking grey-haired man in civilian clothes 
pushed through the crowd of tescue workers and held out 
a welcoming hand to Scott when he alighted from the jeep. 

“Ah, International Rescue! The honour is great for me 
to meet you, sefior. But for you——” 

Scott was spared further embarrassing congratulations 
by an excited shout from the ruins, 

“Bueno!” exclaimed the man who had greeted him. 
“The last survivor, we think, has been located. And he 
is still alive, sefior. It is with great relief that I tell 
you that your so welcome services will not be needed.” 

“All the same, Sefior Mayor,” Scott said. “I’l] stick 
around for a while, just in case we’re needed elsewhere.” 

The mayor bowed. “We shall be honoured, my friend.” 

While the injured man was being eased from the Tuins, 
Scott returned to the jeep and contacted his father. 

“Okay, Scott,” said Jeff, when he’d finished his brief 
report. “Stay there as long as there’s half a chance we° 
may be needed. It’s great to know we’ve already saved 


tattered banner from a heap of masonry 


we'd been called in after the quake. 
to be given the freedom of the city.” 

Scott signed off and returned to the ruins to watch the 
final rescue operation. The victim came out on a sling, 
Strapped to a stretcher, carefully guided by rescue workers. 

© was unconscious. His pale handsome features were 
grimed with dust, his fair hair matted with blood. Scott 
guessed he was a year or so older than himself. 

As the man was carried past him towards the ambu- 
lance, Scott found himself thinking there was something 
vaguely familiar about that good-looking face. 

“Who is he?” he asked one of the officials. 

The man shrugged. “An English tourist, we believe. We 
shall not know for certain until we have examined his 
papers or he recovers consciousness, sefior.” 

There was a pause while the injured man was gently 

s 14 









He ad! OT lal ee ESS Bei 
f monn MN UTE ise? 1 wifey 
, yt k 


Wale 


3 : ’ . d i he 
oved the stretcher. Then his lips moved and 
i Ae at deliriously, “Penny! I must tell Penny. a 
by the ambulance drove off, Scott iar after it thought- 
) had he seen that face before? * hehe 
age announced that still one more gr ri 
heen found deep down under, the ruins, and he forgo 
' ir-haired young man. 
aint be Mins to apne: him a few days later. 


Distant Menace 


‘ai i , k jungle, fil- 
IAN MOON, riding high above the dar é 

os wan light into the clearing, and the pret 
temple crouching there flung sinister shadows across the 
ooetee sinuous shape of a panther loped wna | 
from the trees, then checked suddenly, regarding the te 
with suspicious red-gleaming eyes. Then, with a - ae 
"snarl as if sensing the evil Yeo there, it turned and . 
| f ilently as it had come: : 
nde Pe the dep of that dark sea of fetid vege- 
tation a stricken animal screeched in pain and terror. 


Then the hot stillness of the jungle settled down again, a 


‘ ; it his. 
alive with mysterious rustlings and sibilant w 
. Bats flitted across the clearing and nna aga 
amongst the massive columns supporting the i at : 
From the distance came a soft whirring. Gra - y 
w louder as high up against the moon a ys — 4 
appeared like a huge nocturnal bird of prey. iy y, hi 
descended and the perp po “4 the jungle nig 
enly quiet, wondering, fearful. : 
wet he | ern touched down in the centre of the paz 
ing some yards from the temple entrance. Its vanes ce : 
to rotate. : ne | HOG 
in the arch-criminal known only to ‘ 
Mt dates as The Hood, sat for a moment iy 
at the temple. A malicious ri twisted his hairless face 


beneath a great dome of a head as 
Y Some monstrous prehistoric reptile, 
“International Rescue!” He Spat out the words in a voice 
Steeped in venom. “Too often have they frustrated me. 
But I have powers of which they know nothing. Soon I 
will triumph, soon their secrets are mine! ” 
He laughed harshly, then took from a locker a white 


Oriental priest’s robe, putting it on over the well-cut suit 
he wore. 


Descending 
ponderously, 
tesque carved portals of the temple. 

The religion served by The Hood 
self. The god he worshipped was his own evil ambition. 
His creed was hatred of 
but especially of Jeff Tracy, 
ers of International Rescue. 

Entering the temple he descended into a gteat marble- 
paved chamber dimiy lighted by flickering toréhes. Weird 


bald as an egg laid 


from the helicopter, he walked slowly and 


“International Rescue! Bah!” Feds 

Again he spat out the words and his harsh guttural 
voice echoed through the temple as if it had conjured up 
an approving chorus of fiends. 

Slowly he sank down on his knees and touched his bald 
brow to the cold marble of the floor. Then, straightening, 
he sptead his arms towards the bead Curtains. With an 


of his evil missions, 


He rose to his feet and approached the dais, his dark 
eyes, set deep beneath beetling black brows, glinting 
16 


a powerful ox of a man, towards the gro- 


was peculiar to him-. 


3S 


SEN gt ier blz 
On 


ya he gazed up at the immobile face of the 
1K iv . 


1 half 
yranol e need of you again, Kyrano, my 
vhert a pan time I shall not fail. Ld ate 
ms ‘cannot always favour your accursed aie hie 
r Ts it not written in the ancient books that e 
‘1 shall triumph?” aie ed to whisper, 
¢ sed the sinister echoes seeme 
nth. High Priest of Evil! Thou shalt 
h! It is written in the ancient books. ee 
MEA srniled coldly. “And when that day comes 
‘* on 1€, 
rano, when the secrets of Internati ee ee 
he! i has made me the master 
‘ Be iecheron Tracy and his brood, and a peal 
Win-Tin whom you worship shall be the firs 
de h, heh, heh!” 
RAE ae pedecty open 
is s ha i 

BT te ces dashed like agg eget Lgiiouaget 
“ ! ! I am calling you! r me, 
My Auhoueh you may be half. a world away, you 
innot escape me. Kyrano! Kyrano! 



















i i 1 Rescue, 
J he tropical island base of Internationa e 
vj “ _ aigaamet the lounge uneasily, glancing at his 


“Over ten minutes since Scott last came through,” he 


“Tell Tracy glanced up with a smile from the report he 

vi i is desk. ne 

‘ Oe u're raring to blast off, son, but Scott needs 

heavy rescue he'll ask for it soon cig me dna 

“Sure, but ge ois i eee the 

and he’s in le? Ua 

Oe tt: 5 codntive Virgil,” grinned ne re 

_ the youngest of the five brothers. “You’re a a8 0 oe it 
vi il glared at him, and Jeff chuckled. Since aoe 
ad ; ied many years ago, the former astronau Fuso 

b ught his sons up to a Spartan régime, ipaangaiae Me 

be and body against the day when his Fagin 

of International Rescue would come ae ie. 

of any of them being a hae nerves tic’ im. 


é: 

“Coffee, gentlemen?” : 

A grey-haired figure in a yellow silk Oriental 
quietly entered the room with a tray, His brown face was 
wrinkled with a Kindly smile. 

Kyrano had been Jeff’s servant for 


hy 


ii 


more years than 


either cared to remember, but their relationship went far 


deeper than that and Jeff had come to regard Kyrano’s 
daughter, Tin-Tin, whose education he had paid for, as 
the daughter he himself had always wanted but had been 
denied. 

“Tin-Tin has taken a cup to Brains,” Kyrano went on, 
moving forward to place the tray on a low table. “He does 
not want to leave his new experiment——_ OA!” 


Kyrano gave a little choking gasp. His eyes closed and 
he swayed. a 

“Kyrano!”’ Jeff sprang to his feet, alarmed. “What's 
wrong?” 


But Kyrano did not hear him. A strange, rustling and 
jangling as of distant exotic instruments filled his ears. 
“No!” he gasped. “No; never again! I—I cannot-—_” 
“You shall; Kyrano!” The voice seemed to sound in 

Kyrano’s brain, beating against his senses with numbin 
insistence. “You are powerless to resist me, Kyrano? ‘Tell 
me where is the secret base of International Rescue?” - 

“No, no! ” 

“KYRANO! KYRANO! ” 
“SPEAK, KYRANO! ” 

A dark cloud seemed to descend on Kyrano’s mind. The 
tray crashed to the floor and with a moan he tottered and 
would have fallen had not Virgil flung himself forward and 
caught him. 

His face was the colour of old 
on the couch and presently he 
opened his eyes, 

“What happened, Kyrano?” 
ing him to sit. up. 
spells?” 

Kyrano smiled weakly. “I fear 1 did, Mr. Tracy. I can- 
not understand it. They come so suddenly,” 

_ Jeff frowned. “You're getting too many of these attacks, 
I sure don’t like it, But the Doc says he can find nothing 
wrong. You’re one hundred per cent fit.” He looked up 
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The voice thundered in his brain. 


putty. They laid him 
Stirred faintly and then 


Jeff asked hoarsely, help- 
“Did you have another of those dizzy 


ike had . 


“One of you boys go get him a glass of 
























’ F . “Can’t 
ied out, Jeff asked worriedly, 
Eikine that happens before you pass out, 
say there’re dizzy spells, ‘but aren’t there 
‘ ' sai “ : 
; age ‘thin hand across his brow. “It is lia 
Bos descends on my mind. I think I Narees r 
i 1 strange noises, like musical instruments. And there 
- to } ice.” . : ey le 
/ Voice” ‘Jett exchanged eg presi get bea 
Jat kind of a voice, Kyrano? What does ‘ 
eee either. It seems to be asking me ponies 
uestions | do not wish to answer, but I cannot remem 
vat they are.” Be Me + ie 
‘a nds and voices?” Jeff frowned. c 
es. ihdfering from! mental derangement sometimes 
they hear strange sounds and voices, but Kyrano 
\ any of his sons, i 
valay . ag spain cry behind them, and a _ 
ark-haired figure in a pale blue kimono dashed into the 
(a c “ 4 ht?” 
“Father! Father!” she exclaimed. “Are you all rig 
acl ia pol fondly. “Just a at oe Fg 
“And worried like the rest of us, Se epties 
' aif d another dizzy attack, Tin-Tin. But t 
me Bass inion else. He remembers hearing noises 
ind ice before he passed out.” 
tion came birwiee back with the glass of rear’ 
rains trailing behind him. Kyrano sipped the brandy, 
n it away. : f ; ‘ 
ved ene mi vehi flow” he said, getting to his feet. , If 
‘you will excuse me I will go cia Ce - 4 
hike i t, father,” Tin-Tin said firmly, 
bm, her prety face severe. “You will lie down and ,rest. 
I shall get the refreshments.” ee 
Je hed anxiously as they left the lounge. a 
oad you better get the Doc out to him, Dad? 
“ Thats the use, son? Doc.can’t find anything to account 
for these strange spells and he’d only want to take ae 
back to a nursing home we long period of observa : 





that Kyrano needs,” 
His sons looked at him curiously, 
“Then what?” asked Virgil, 


Jeff began to pace the room, as he always did when 


he was agitated, 
(#8 


Boys, there’s something mighty peculiar about these 
attacks Kyrano has. Every attack seems to be—well, a kind 
of prelude to trouble for us. Up till now I’ve dismissed 
it as just a Strange coincidence, but now, in view of what 


Kyrano just told us, I’m not so sure.” 


“What did he tell you, Mr. Tracy?” Brains asked, 


blinking curiously behind his large horn rims. 


Jeff looked hopefully at the young scientist. His white 
_ lab overalls were smudged with grease, and again a smear 


of oil ran like a dark scar across his lofty forehead. 

“Kyrano thought he remembered hearing strange sounds 
and a voice asking him questions. We all heafd him gasp- 
ing ‘No, no! I cannot!’ as though he were refusing to 
answer. Does that suggest anything to you, Brains?” 

“As we can rule out dementia, Mr. Tracy, there is only 
one thing that occurs to me—some form of tele-hypnosis, 
perhaps.” 

Jeff frowned. “You mean long range hypnosis?” 

“Yes. I believe some of the Asiatic races—the Tibetans, 
for instance—have long been adept at influencing minds 
Over quite vast distances,” 

“Yes. I guess that might explain it, Brains. I don’t 
know much about these things, but—well, there’d have 
to be some kind of prior contact, wouldn’t there? I mean, 
@ guy can’t decide to hypnotise another fellow a thousand 
miles away and do it just like that. Wouldn’t the subject 
have to be someone known to the hypnotist?” 

“So I should imagine, Mr. Tracy. There are authenti- 
cated cases of long range telepathy between sympathetic 
subjects, twins, for instance. or mothers and children.” 
Brains blinked. “But 1 Suppose it would be possible to 
have some inanimate object that would act as a medium, 
as a relay station for the thoughtwave transmission, as it 
were.” : 


Jeff glanced at him sharply. “You mean something on 
20 






"I think Kyrano would commit hari-kari rather than Ieave 
us. But I’m beginning to think that it’s not medical care _ 





n so ethin in Kyrano’s possession? Maybe 
Brains. WE. coutse. telepathy between sym- 
$ is a long way removed from hypnosis, but 


























" 
1 ind, Dad?” asked Alan. 

Ae 2 pa ideas on this sorted out yet, boys, 
ver that ginger-hairéd guy with the glaring 
clashed with in the Gobi desert a short 


; id,” Virgil agreed with a flat grin. “He 
‘ Pion hs and Scott a cold by just looking tn 
hat time he broke into Lady Penelope’s garage . t r 
ton-Ward mansion. His eyes flashed and—w am! 
just blacked out like we’d been pole-axed.” ‘ i, 
ly you, Dad,” Gordon went on eagerly. “T a puy 
; d quite a bit when we’ve met with trouble on 
¢ jobs. He might somehow be able to work on Kyrano 
Be vty Kyrano?” demanded Virgil. “Why 
s, who’s got all the blueprints of our secrets in his 
8, ' 


. > ” 
Vhy not any of us who go out on rescue operations? 


Pisrus ‘ 1 contact 
i shrugged. “Could be he’s got some persona 

K yrano, like Brains suggested. Kyrano comes from 

Far East. Maybe way back in his past there’s some- 


o * ” ss . ed 
Say, I’ve got a swell idea!” Virgil broke in. He look 
Bre he caciersber that brain probe you used on rare 
u got thought pictures of things he couldn’t raptor er 
ppening—you dug ’em ee of his subconscious. Reckon 
Time it on Kyrano?” 

Becta blinked thoughtfully. “You mean, try to pe 
hose strange intrusions into Kyrano’s mind back to a cir 
yurce? H’m, it certainly might be possible, providing 


K “ano was willing, of course.” 


Jeff frowned. “If this character with the glaring eyes is 


behind what happened to Kyrano, then it’s a threat to 


he’s 

ional Rescue as a whole. We already know 

te sever attempts to_filch our secrets and he’s pre- 
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glazed, his eyelids drooped, and he 
; gh has 
ched at Virgil’s arm. pe 
sy, honey,” le whispered. “It’s going to be 
i, Brains knows what he’s doing.” * 
en Kyrano was fully unconscious, Brains turned an- 
+ control and the monitor screen lit up. . ‘ 
. whirling kaleidoscope of colour appeared on the 
» und then a picture formed, a picture of the labora- 
vith their own anxious faces staring at them. 


"s incredible!” Alan gasped. é 

i ioecause you al seen Brains work this par- 
magic before,” Virgil said. i 

y Oe picture of the lounge was forming on the screen. 
1¢ foreground the tray of refreshments was just visible 
Vvrano’s hands as he carried it towards Jeff and his 


pared to stop at nothing to get them. If there was. some 
way to find out just who he is and where he hangs out——” 

He broke off, looking at Brains. “Would this contrap- 
tion of yours harm Kyrano?” 

“It requires little power to stimulate the brain cells, 
Mr. Tracy. It would be no more harmful than if you were 
to engage a hypnotist to probe his subconscious mind.” 

“I couldn’t bring a hynotist here anyway, Brains. It 
would be too risky. He might learn things about Inter- 
national Rescue.” Jeff glanced at the entrance to the 
lounge, where Tin-Tin had appeared with another tray. 
“But we'll see what Tin-Tin says. I know Kyrano will do 
weg to help me, but she has a right to veto it if she 
wishes.” 


When Tin-Tin was told of the plan she nodded eagerly. 

“We must do it, Mr. Tracy. I’m sure my father will 
wish it. And this man with the glaring eyes, it was he 
whom I saw in the Sahara when Brains and I were search- 
ing for the treasure in Lake Anasta. You. remember how 
he sent us to sleep with those eyes and then tried to torture 
poor Brains?” 

“I remember,” Virgil said grimly. “We found Brains 
buried up to his neck in sand in the full heat of the sun.” 

“He is a fiend in human guise!” Tin-Tin said vehem- 
ently. “But there was something about him, something lows. ~ iy 
familiar that I could not place, as if he were someone I t looks like a temple, an eastern temple,” Gordon 
had known a long long time ago.” bre 

“H’m! That could be the clue,” Brains said thought- 
fully. “But let’s go and have a talk with Kyrano.” 

Some minutes later Kyrano sat in Brains’s laboratory 
workshop before a computer, above which was a television 
monitor screen. 

The others watched silently as Brains gently placed on 
the servant's grey head a helmet-shaped akon to 
which was attached a maze of wires and coils. Brains 
made a few adjustments, then plugged in the co-axial 
lead to the computer. 

“Please relax completely, Kyrano,” he said. 

He pressed a switch and moved back to stare into 
Kyrano’s eyes. 

“Relax,” he said softly. We ii Sleep! ” 

2 


Vaich carefully,” Brains said. “This must be the point 
: oe fainted. If something or someone did probe 
bot T a ‘ d, pointing at the screen 

sok!” Tin-Tin gasped, poin s ‘ : 
fa soce pathy Then gradually, as if approaching 
ly through a fog, a gleam of light appeared, resolving 
into the flickering glow of burning torches. The 
res of hideous idols emerged from the shifting 


' ks,” Jeff growled. “But there must be thousands 
Be icrsples patter’ sc Asia. Can’t you get 
a identification, Brains?” i 
‘| lle Mr. Tracy. There is nothing more I can 
“T cannot guide Kyrano’s subconscious thoughts. We 
) only watch and ae 
F No! I cannot!” ee iy 
The anguished cry broke from Kyrano’s lips and his 
jconscious body heaved and writhed as if being tortured. 
" “No! No! You are evil! Evil! Icannot!” 
“Switch it off, for Pete’s sake!” Jeff yelled, darting to 
ano’s side. ; M 
t the main switch and the screen went blanl 
Ba wconing sigh, Kyrano slumped back in the chair. 
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Brains removed the helmet. Anxiously Jeff felt the ser ied to the passenger chute, Virgil 
vant’s pulse, while Tin-Tin looked on with tears in he 
lovely eyes. ; 
“Tm terribly sorry, Tin-Tin,” Brains said agitatedly, “ 
did not think——_” 
“You are not to blame, Brains,” she said, forcing a war 
smile, “Daddy and I agreed to the experiment.” 
“His pulse seems normal, just as though he’s been sleep 
ing,” Jeff said. “But we'd better get him to bed.” 
“There is nothing wrong with me,” broke in Kyrano ie isan cae eae 
ning his eyes and smiling up at them. “I feel quite rough the hatch above the cabin a 
I] right. The experiment—is it over?” . pty sien bank, the end of the chute auto- 
Jefi stared at him. “You don’t remember anything?” Idine into a pilot’s seat. ? : 
“No, Mr. Tracy.” i Ean two ae workshop,” said the intercom 
Jeff heaved a sigh. “Well, let’s just thank Jupiter you’re fake Pod Six.” i ee 
okay. But we won’t try that again, Brains——” , Brains,” Virgil said, pressing a switch before 
Mca urgent bleeping from a radio nee sea veyor belt bearing the six pods miaved to the 
‘he giant aircraft settled down on its four hydraulic 
Dh cast cylindrical equipment containers which 
Le lly locked into the main fuselage. h 
rail heard Gordon hurtle from the passenger chute 


ith 

































Jarge wall picture of a rocket ship. | 
e sotengitee ated vertically, taking 
it. An identical picture appeared On the ws 
Behind it, Virgil on his back was hurtling 
a chute. It levelled out and Virgil stopped. 
e at his head and feet and rotated ap a 
e turntable, then tipped, shooting him Sie 
a tunnel leading down to the roof of the huge 
hat housed Thunderbird Two. 


“That's Scott!” Brains said. “Emergency signal.” 
They hurried through to the lounge, where the eyes of 
Scott’s portrait were flashing. Jeff flicked a switch on his 
desk. “Come in, Scott,” he said. ! : 
The portrait slid aside to reveal Scott sitting behind one 
of his consoles. His rugged face was grim and dirt-streaked, 
and blood was oozing from a gash on his forehead. 
“Scott! ” his father exclaimed anxiously, “You're hurt! ” 


“Its nothing much, Dad,” Scott said. “I was knocked 
out for a few minutes by a piece of stone. There’s been 
another shock here, a major one. It caught the folk by 
Surprise after they’d been alerted for the first one. Many 
are buried, fires have broken out. We’ll need all the heavy 
equipment you can get out to us, the Firefly, the Mole, 
lifting equipment, everything you can cram into a pod. And 
we'll need it fast.” 

i “Okay, son,” snapped Jeff. “They'll be with you in an 
_ hour.” 

He turned to Virgil. “You heard that. Launch Thunder- 
bird Two. Go with him, Gordon.” 

“T'll pre-select the equipment by remote control, Virgil,” 
Brains said, dashing back to A aa workshop, 


1 bs ing,” he said. ; 

ah, Parc Sut of the hangar swung away, 
the massive craft rolled forward on the wheels 
pod to the long palm-flanked concrete causeway 
to the sea. The palms angled outwards to allow 


ee of tie clit, the plane stopped and the section 
inway on which it stood tilted upwards to form 
ramp. Behind its tail a reinforced concrete shield 


gases flared and hammered against it, and with~ 
ota Thunderbird Two blasted off and 
| skywards, Peru bound. 


the flickering light of the temple flames, The Hood’s — 
oth “cnet contorted with rage as he oni 
the impassive face of Kyrano’s image that towe 
him. : 
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few quick strides and placed his. 



























RYRANO! KYRANO! ANSWER ME, YOU FOOL! I COMMAND 
Ol) 10 SPEAK. WHERE IS THE SECRET BASE OF INTERNA- 
ONAL RESCUE?” : 

‘His voice echoed away into the sinister shadows. There 
no answer from the statue. 

The Hood’s nostrils dilated, and his lips writhed back 
wn his strong white teeth in a vicious snarl. 

I cannot get through to him again, Something must 
ed to blot out my thought transmissions. 
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i his anger faded, and a cunning smile ousted the 


"But perhaps there are other ways to learn what I wish 
now,” he muttered. “That blonde English girl whom 
spect is 4n agent for International Rescue, the one 
io is called Lady Penelope. She must know where their 
se is. It should be easy to make a frail creature like 


: oR Si : t ; 
\ LSS ~ With an evil chuckle he plucked from the revolving 
ik SS : § a mask with dark hair and a close-clipped moustache, 
a Wi.) Da] Ea im turned and strode from the temple. 
<N beef ‘i x i)" 
a> 
——_ 
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Lady Penelope Entertains 


BY PENELOPE languidly waved her jewelled cigarette 
der at the last of the portraits in the long oak-panelled 
ery of the Creighton-Ward mansion. 

“And that, ladies and gentlemen,” she drawled, “is the 
irteenth Lord Creighton, popularly known as Curly 
oe : With him, I regret to say, that branch of the 
mily became extinct in the nineteen-sixties.” * 
The sightseers on the conducted tour looked suitably 
i) . Then Parker, the former cracksman who was 
iow Lady Penelope’s butler, came in sight along the gal- 
ery. He caught Lady Penelope signalling to him. He moved 
majestically along the gallery to join her Ladyship. 
"Yes, m’lady?” 

She suppressed a yawn. ayes take over, Parker, or 
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in’ isitors 
I shall expire on the spot from sheer boredom. That As I was showin’ out the vis’ | 
would be most discourteous to our guests, don’t yo 
think, after they have all paid their five shillings? Steer 
them to the exit as politely and speedily as you can, and 
then bring me some tea.” 
“Yes, m’lady.” 


As Lady Penelope inclined her fair head to her visitors 
and left with a gracious smile, Parker turned and swept 
regally past them. 

“Now come along, you lot,” he said. 

Lady Penelope winced. 

“Really Parker,” she murmured. “You'll be losing us all 
our customers, and with rates and taxes as they are. . . .” 

She descended a private stairway to the drawing room, 
while Parker ushered his charges back along the gallery 
and down the massive staircase leading to the hall. 

He failed to notice the powerful dark-haired man with 
a close-clipped moustache who detached himself from the 
rear of the procession and faded discreetly into the shadows 
of an alcove, 

The Hood chuckled softly as he listened to Parker’s 
voice echoing hollowly from the hall below. ; 

“Fool!” he muttered. “He will not trouble to count the 
number of visitors he shows out.” 

Fifteen minutes later Parker, bearing a silver tray, 
knocked discreetly on the door of the drawing-room and 
entered. Lady Penelope, looking round from her seat be- 
side the great hearth, smiled warmly at him. 

“Well done, Parker! Our guests left perfectly satisfied, 
I hope?” 

“Yes, m’lady. I supplied them orl with bloodstained 
chips from the block on which the first Lord Creighton 
lost his bonce—er—I mean ’is nut in the Tower of 
London.” 

“Really, Parker! You are quite incorrigible.” Lady 
Penelope patted a yawn. “I think we both need a little 
holiday, Parker, to get away from this stately home routine. 
A little adventure perhaps. It seems a long time since 
we indulged in any real excitement.” . 

She glanced at the tea tray he had placed on the low | 
table beside her. “What is vee envelope, Parker?” 

8 


slivered it.” ; 

eed?” Lady Penelope frowned as she took the en- 
/ No va would be sending me’a cable? Most 
0 ‘would use the televisor service and Mr. 
radio direct.” t ( 

it open and read the short cable aloud, 

4/1. MIRANDA, LIMA. 

ps VERGE OF GREAT DISCOVERY. NEED HELP. CAN 

ME? IF LUCK HOLDS CAN MEND FAMILY 

LOVE GUs.” 

ed. “How intriguing! And how like Gus, eh, 


yr ; 
rll Of course you have not met my cousin 
Be en black sheep. His full name is the 
: Augustus Montmorency Montacute Algernon 
n-Ward. But everyone just calls him Gus to save 


‘don’t blame ’em, m’lady,” Parker said, pouring tea. 
is a rolling stone, Parker. So far he has gathered 
ittle moss, I regret to say. I wonder what he’s-doing 


ed her tea and re-read the cable. “If luck holds 
family fortunes. H’m, what does that sound like 
arker?”’ ce 
_m’lady, in view of the fact that you said tl € 
rable Gus was a black sheep, I’d say ’e was goin 
ck a crib.” 3 

» raised her delicately pencilled eyebrows. “Really, 
er! I think he must have scented treasure trove. 
rained her cup and set it down gently. “Parker, 
that little holiday. I think we deserve one, don’t 


“stared at her, his craggy face registering sudden 
lemation. “M’lady, you wasn’t thinking—?” 

‘Of Peru, Parker?” She smiled sweetly. “I’m afraid I 
) must confess the thought of discovering an Inca 
intrigues me.” 

Be waar likely to find ’ordes of snakes an’ skeeters, 
ly. And what about them earthquakes? They ’ad one 
29 











































Dh 
‘you should need help and Scott’s still out 
better contact him.” 

nly will. Pl keep in touch with you, anyway. 


« | Penelope closed the teapot lid and smiled at 
_, Nonsense, Parker! You look younger every day. Be *We'll leave as soon as I’ve decided on a suitable 
sides, who would drive the Rolls?” d be for the trip. You’d better check the Rolls.” 
The Rolls? You mean you would take it, m’lady?’ in’lady.”” » : 
; + PR med now to his fate, whatever that might prove 

“urker turned and left the room. 

} crossed the hall a dark-haired figure in brown 
from behind a suit of armour. 

xcked in surprise. “‘’Ere, wot you doin’, mister?” 
nded. “‘Why didn’t you leave with the rest——” 
word froze on his lips. He stared at the deep set 
s of the other man. They were flashing balefully. 
t Seemed to stab into his eyes like white-hot 
He wanied to raise his hands to shield them, but 
dy seemed to be drained of strength. He tried to 
; but no sound came from his tightening throat. 
his legs buckled under him and he went down, 
§ swirling around him. 4 
ind his mask, The Hood’s teeth bared in a con- 


. 


‘Oni ey hours ago. Saw pictures of it on the tell 

She regarded him whimsically. “ i i 
ir y. “Parker, you disa; 

pie Are you hinting that you don’t wish e pase 


“T ain’t so young as I was,” 


af a s ‘ : 

Sane Rescue space station here, Come in, Lady 
“Ah, good afternoon, John,” she id. “H 

On top of the world : ve said. ‘How are you’ 

to your father.” as usual? Please put me through 
“Okay. Hold on.” ; 


A moment later she heard Jeff Tracy’ Lee 

S voice. 
Penelope from base, Come in, Penny. You paced ot 
Py tei ibis i a yen for the wide open spaces 
“an | se with my servi 
I'd se to take a little holiday.” on a ee’ 

“Why sure. If anything breaks 
enough. Where are you going?” ee 
sg ng him about the cable and he whistled, 
ay, that’s a mighty strange coincidence. Thunderbi 
iSite hha are in Lima right now, helping a 
pl aahoeyr ag ou've heard about the earthquake, of 
“Yes.” Lady Penelope glanced at the cable. “ i 
. “The time 
stamp shows my cousin sent thi " 

apt lg ala de eset: s before the earthquake. 

“Well, I sure hope he’s okay, Penny. Maybe goi 

* . ig q bi 

there will be the quickest way to find ye te dou't tick 
your pretty neck out too far. Things are mighty chaotic 
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ous grin. 
Or ade fool! Against my powers he is as helpless 
hild. Now for the girl.” 

Stepped over Parker’s unconscious form and made 
‘door of the drawing roonn. 
y Penelope, her well-manicured hands clasped about 
ylon-clad knee, gazed reflectively at the ornate plas- 


| is a little difficult,” she mused. “In the coastal desert 
is likely to be fried, I understand, and in the Andes one 
d be frozen. And then of course there might be social 
isions in Lima for which one would need to be pre- 
ied. It seems I shall need quite a wardrobe.” _~ 
he tensed. The faintest clicking sounds had come from 
ind her, but her hearing, made animal cute by count- 
| brushes with danger, detected it like a sensitive micro- 











Without altering her pose, she turned her blue eyes to 
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at the glittering sesoeace in the centre of the ceiling. 
. “I ; 





















lence! You talk too much, my lady. If you were the 
are trying to pretend to be you would not be 

wed by International Rescue.” 

‘he spat out the name his dark eyes gleamed with 


A dozen miniature mirrors reflected the pigmy image of | 
dark-haired man in a brown suit. 

She sighed and picked up one of the cigarette holder 
on the table. 

“It would have been more polite to have knocked,” sh 
drawled, languidly turning her head to smile at the in 
truder, “but do come in.” 

_ Where had they met before? The face of the man wit 
its very close-clipped moustache was unfamiliar, yet ther 
was something about him—those dark, cunning eyes 
perhaps? 

He came towards her, moving in spite of his powerf 
build noiselessly with cat-footed lightness on the deep pile 
of the carpet. Like a beast of prey, Lady Penelope foun¢ 
herself thinking. 7 < : : 

“I don’t usually receive visitors at this hour,” she went he staggered back, his free hand pawing at his 
on. “But since you are here, I’ll order fresh tea.” ling eyes, he had a bleared glimpse of Lady Penelope 

She reached out towards the tasselled bellérope beside hing herself out of her chair towards him. _ : 
the fireplace. ‘tried to line his gun on her, but she seized his 

_“Don’t touch it,” The Hood rasped, taking a gun fro in fingers that had suddenly become bands of steel. 
his pocket. “Though your stupid fool of a butler would e and a jerk and with a startled yell he came off 
not answer if you did ring.” et and hurtled across the room to land on his neck. 
__ Lady Penelope’s smile broadened and dimples appeared un skittered away out of reach. pias 
in her satin smooth cheeks. if-blinded by gas and rage, he scrambled to his feet 

“Dear me, you must be one of those dreadful gangster. harged furiously at the blurred slim figure which 
one reads about! ” iced deliberately towards him. She sank on one knee 

With one careless hand she brushed a straggling lock of ic felt his foot seized. 3 
her honey-coloured hair from her brow, with the othe © next thing he knew he was hurtling backwards like 
put the cigarette holder between her rose-petal lips. er from a springboard. There was a tinkling crash 

“You don’t mind if I smoke, Mister—er——?” ‘hit a leaded window and then a flower bed seemed 

Hood! ” f ; me rushing up to meet him. ? 

He chuckled evilly as he came closer with that silent dy Penelope gazed down sadly from the broken win- 
menacing tread, the gun held steady in his powerful hand. as he staggered to his feet. 

His voice was harsh and guttural, “You make smoke, Year me!” she murmured. “The gardeners will be 
Lady Penelope. Perhaps it will help you to think. I have yed. The chrysanthemums promised to be so good 
some questions to ask you, and I am most anxious to get 1” 
the right answers.” He bared his teeth in a cold smile. “It ing with rage, The Hood shook his fist at her then 
will be too bad for you if I don’t.” hed away into the shrubbery. 

“Really, Mister Hood! I think I must warn you that) wayyy, at a horrible man,” she mused. “He was positively 
I’m absolutely hopeless at these quiz games, Retarded de-- with me.” She withdrew her head and frowned at the 


rane you know. At one time it was seriously feared ised window. “I shall have to get Parker to board it 
might become a juvenile csi 33 


wlernational Rescue?” she echoed, eyes widening in 
Mor course, I have heard ofsthem, Mister Hood. 

hasn't? But employed by them? Why, my dear sir, 

ldn’t even rescue poor pussy from the well! 

Ihere is their base?” he grated. His eyes flashed fire 
leaned forward threateningly. ““You will tell me 
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| broke off with a gasp as a tiny missile sped from 
\pty cigarette holder in Lady Penelope's mouth like 
{ from a blow pipe and burst between his eyes, to 


4 pungent cloud of gas. 























































up before we leave. But first, perhaps I’d better go an Ughed. “I don’t have to. If it’s there, I smell it. 
see what has happened to the poor fellow.” , | can believe that.” Lass : 

She left the drawing room to find Parker sitting « he signed off, Parker came in, wearing his chauffeur’s 
the hall floor, dazedly rubbing his face. stared at the small mountain of luggage, 

“Them eyes,” he ja eine “Them ’orrible eyes! I nt 1 op gala goin’ for a week or two, m’lady, 
seen ’em somewhere before.” Ouple : ‘ 

“Tm sure you have, Parker,” she said, helping him | n't be silly, Parker. To a girl a constant change of 
his feet. “I think he must be the man who stole that—er. Is & tonic as good as a— 

Thing from outer space. We’ve had trouble with hii pa? 

recently. If you remember he struck you and the Trad 
boys unconscious in the garage with the power of h 
eyes.” 

She frowned. “I’m afraid I got a little rough and toss 
him through the window. Perhaps I should have detaing 
seth I'm sure Mr. Tracy would have liked a word wit 

im.” (ah: : 

“Td like to ’ave a word with im meself,” Parke 
growled, flexing his powerful fingers and scowling. “T’ 
wring ’is blinkin’ neck so far round he’d’ see where hi 
was comin’ from.” 3 
woe we leave I think I'll warn Mr. Tracy abo 
im.” 

When she had dressed and packed for the journey, sh 
called International Rescue and told Jeff Tracy about t 
man with the glaring eyes who had called himself Hood an 

“Hood?” Jeff repeated. “Doesn’t wring a bell, but ju mean we’re going to use the yacht?” 
guess he wouldn’t give you his real name. It’s kind o y see This i senpeued to be a holiday .... But 
curious he should call on you, Penny?” ep a sharp eye on the monitor screen, Parker. I 

“Why?” a feeling we may be followed.” f 

“Only this morning we were talking about that guy y that bloke with the ’orrible eyes? 

It’s my hunch he’s the cause of those dizzy spells Kyrand es, Parker.” 

gets now and then. Brains figures someone’s trying to gel “by the time they reached the narrow entrance ive 
information about International Rescue from Kyrano b leserted little cove on the south coast which Lady 
tele-hypnosis. Seems he’s now switched his attention td lope owned, there had been no sign of pursuit. . 
you.” Looks like you scared ’im off, m’lady. pe 
“Oh, I do wish I hadn’t got quite so rough with him wonder?” she mused. The car came to a stan er 
at least not without capturing him first. Maybe I'd havé ie strip of sand between the towering limestone | ‘ 
been able to—er—persuade him to talk about himself.” the placid ae ee oS ee ee ie ie 

“I doubt it, Penny. His kind don’t squeal. But the) cas “aang Ce on Pg sihoen tag 

pea begs Bab fon. It wo ‘ : 
te Late J easily, either, so keep those blue eyes peeled Parke , ened ry a. the end of Lady Penelope’s 


scisely, Parker. Which reminds me, don’t forget the 
{ and several packets of my favourite brand. I don’t 
‘what they drink in Peru.” : : ; 

agon’s blood, it wouldn’t surprise me,” he said 
iily, picking up some of the luggage and walking 


big six-wheeled pink Rolls-Royce was standing on 
ive outside the white columned portico. 4 
you haven’t forgotten your own luggage, Lady 
pe said, as she settled into the luxurious back seat. 
n't worry, m’lady,” he said, getting into the driving 
nd pressing the control button that closed the gull- 
transparent canopy. “I’ve prepared meself against 
eventuality from hequatorial ’eat to frost bite. Also, 
t several bottles of quinine and snake-bite serum. 
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igarette holder in a tiny hole in the cliff. A massive sectio 
Of the cliff face swung up from water level to reveal {| 
Sleek blue and white lines of a powerful ultra. mode 


Ocean-going motor yacht, on whose bows was the nani 
Seabird IV. 

There had been three predecessors, but all had bee 
sunk in line of duty during Lady Penelope’s bitter battld 
with ruthless international crooks, 

Slowly and gracefully the yacht slid from its secret cave 
berth into the bay. When it was clear, the cliff-face doo 
automatically closed behind it, leaving nothing to betra’ 
the presence of the berth. 

“Drive on, Parker,” Lady Penelope ordered, when h 
returned to the driving seat. 

“Yes, m’lady.” 

Parker drove down the beach into the water. He touched 
a button on the dashboard and the car’s hydrofoils too 
its great weight, buoying it up, and the vortex aquaje 
tas yar on the rear hydrofoil drove it acress the ba 
towards the yacht. 


As the Rolls got within range, an invisible ray caused 


ete for that,” sighed Parker. “And I ’ope them 
parts is right.” 
We ing streamlined yacht The Hood’s 
eres’ He: nastiea the blip on his radar 
th great satisfaction. 

Ac Piread tas some remarkable toys,” he mut- 
Like the car, the boat shall be mine when I have 
at I wish to learn and have disposed of her. 



























iched on an auto-tracker, retracted the ’copter 
it ike a black bullet the powerful craft ae 
he grey waste of the Atlantic on the trail of Seabir 


The Lady Vanishes 


“i Penelope said dreamily, gazing about 
it. Be erped a heii peaks which pita oe 
into the bomb-proof hold beyond, the clear sky, “that the Conquistadores may ey 

The hatch closed agai werful machinery whiried way.” i : ; i 
and the water was DaanBed os of the hold. i ‘don’t say, m’lady?” ec oe nd ei hon 

Parker opened the air-tight canopy and helped Lad “1 on the broad white highway 
Penelope out of the rear seat. 

She led the way towards the door which had slid ope 
at the stern of the hold. “Let us adjourn to the cabir 
lounge and have a nice strong cup of tea to fortify ug 
against the terrors of the deep blue sea.” 


before the gleaming bonnet of the speed- 
f Beier aheid I haven’t been in the Creighton- 
vice long enough to ’ave had the honour of meet- 


family. 2 « the Spanish 
‘true, Parker,” she laughed. “They were 
“By the way, m’lady,” Parker said presently, as thd rors of Peru. I think one bileig. Boley peo 
yacht sped out of the cove and Lady Penelope turned pleasure of ign ae or amas 4 lune te 
the controls over to the auto-pilot, “just ’ow far is it to incis Drake or Frobisher, 
igi oe 1 tha *s goin’ back a bit, m’lady.” 
“Oh, roughly seven thousand miles.” imme! That's goin ba : ith 
Parker nearly dropped his cup of tea. “Seven thousand?” Legend lg ite ey ae aie 
he gulped. pols my an : si 
Pe ce Parker! The weather charts are set fair, and ne from Peru. So you see history repeats itself, 
we shan’t go all the way by sea. I think we'll make for 
Panama and then take the Rolls over the Pan-American 


mean now the ’onourable Gus is looking for more 
ighway.” 
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“Yes, Parker.” ‘ 

They had left Panama that morning, after a few discret 
strings pulled by Lady Penelope had enabled her to leay 
Seabird IV in the safe custody of the world naval base. 

Now they were high up in the Cordilleras of Colombi 
and already the Ecuador border was less than fifty mild 
away. 

A twelve-wheeled goliath of a truck loomed up aheat 
The Rolls screamed past it, leaving the swarthy-facq 
driver with his eyes popping in wonder. 

“Sacramento! Never have I seen a car like that. It flid 


went dry as he stared at the ground. It 
ppling like a stream in a stiff breeze. : 
uuddenly everything was still again, deathly still. 
was that, m’lady?” he asked hoarsely. 

rew on her cigarette. peed just a minor earth 
Parker, Nothing to worry about.” __ 

aioe i eyes lly to, the skies, where the 
ne of a condor wheeled majestically against the 


hing to worry about, she says. We're as safe ’ere 
in the old hancestral ’ome.” 

4 Bch he refilled the kettle and made tea. Then 

a portable table and laid a lace cloth on it. : 

‘lumps, Parker?” Lady Penelope drawled, taking 


_ m’Jady! ” 
hey drank a bleeping came from the teapot. 
Penelope troied the knob and lifted the lid. 
national Rescue calling Lady Penelope,” said Jeff 
voice. “Can you read me, Penny? 
d and clear, Mr. Tracy. We ought to, we seem to 
it as high ne the ie station.” 
W u making out?” p 
e, ae x to tack Lima in three or four hours. 
¢ boys stil there?” : 
e. They’re doing a great job. The Firefly put out 
ires that were getting out of hand. Now the boys 
lping to rescue buried folk with the Mole. Guess 
till be there when you arrive, Penny. But I reckon 
going to have trouble finding accommodation. 
1 used to roughing " re Tracy. Perhaps Parker 
can some way to help?” Q 
i hg hse will. By the way, any sign of that fellow, 
m 


An hour later they were by-passing Quito. 

“The highest capital in the world, Parker,” she said 
“On our way back perhaps we’ll drop in and have a loo 
at the cathedral.” ty 

“Lumme,” thought Parker, “she talks about comin| 
back before we get there and there’s all them, snakes an( 
earthquakes and things yet.” a 

Where the highway dipped into a wooded valley, Lady 
Penelope said, “We're just about halfway, Parker. I thin 
this would be an appropriate place to stop for afternoo 
tea, don’t you?” . 

“Very well, m’lady.” 

Parker pulled off the road into a gravelled lay-by among 
the trees. While Lady Penelope smoked and stretched het 
legs, Parker got water from a mountain stream and pu 
the kettle on the paratrooper stove. 

“Who would think we were almost on the equato 
Parker? The climate is most agreeable.” 

“Yes, m’lady. But I ’ope that goes for the local popu 
lation, too. Wot was that thing I saw slinking through thd 
bushes over there. sort of reddish yellow?” 

“A puma, I expect, Parker. Quite harmless unless it’ 
attacked or starving, which would hardly be the case here. 
Do relax! We're as safe here as we were on the Creighton- 
Ward estate——” 

The words died on her lips as the ground seemed to 
heave under her feet, and the kettle toppled from the 
stove and crashed to the ground, shooting its near-boiling 
water over Parker’s feet. mS 


k We've had a very uneventful journey water 

Oe at don’t he cegusin you’ve given him the slip. 

ailed Scott to the Gobi a while back, so Peru shouldn’t 

ent any problems to a determined guy like that. So 

_ Keep in touch, honey.” i 

i she ot gra roa lid, a soft whirring sounded 
. She looked up. A black helicopter was skimming 


x the valley. 


ome 







clearing up, of getting things working again. That, of 
course, will take many days.” 

“Any chance of another shock?” 

The officer shrugged. “That is always possible. Nature, 
she is unpredictable. Sometimes there are small after- 
shocks for days, even weeks. But you get the instinct about 
these things when you have lived. with them all your life, 
you understand. I do not think there will be Pra very 
serious now. A minor tremor now and then, perhaps.” 

“Sure glad to hear it,” Scott said, sipping his coffee. 
“Things look bad enough as it is.” 

“They could have been much worse, sefior. If the epi- 
centre of the ‘quake had been right under the city the 
damage would have been colossal. But it seems to have 
been in the mountains to the south, towards Cuzco.” 

yee That’s the ancient capital of the Incas, isn’t 
it ” 

“Si, senor. Caramba! They knew how to build, those 
Incas. For seven hundred years some of their buildings 
have stood. Earthquakes cannot shake them.” 

Through the drifting smoke the Firefly appeared and 
came to a halt beside the jeep. Gordon removed the helmet 
of his asbestos-fibre suit and cuffed sweat from his face. 

“TI could use some of that coffee,” he grinned. “Phew! 
[ll have to get Brains to invent a built-in soda fountain 
for these suits.” 

As Scott got coffee from the canteen and handed it 
to his brother, the Mole arrived. Its conical screw boring- 
head looked like the snout of some weird bug from an alien 
world nosing from the shadows. 

Virgil slid back the hatch and stepped. out. 

“Guess that’s the lot for now, boys,” Scott said. “I'll 
report to Dad and then we'll get back to Thunderbirds.” 

He returned to the control consoles and got through 
to the tropical island base. 

Jeff Tracy’s craggy features appeared on the monitor 
screen. He nodded approval when Scott reported concisely 
to hi 





“Good work. Swell to know you were of service. By 
the way, have you seen Lady Penelope yet?” 
“No, father.” oe ve 


“TI got to see them blokes from Thunderbirds”’ 


“She said she’d contact you when she got to Lima. 
She should have been there an hour ago. I can’t get 
through to her. Pm worried, son. ’m sure that guy with 
the glaring eyes was trailing her. She could be in trouble, 


Scott. See what you can ferret out.” 


“Okay, Dad. Maybe the police can help. But everything’s 
a shambles here and finding anyone who’s missing will 


be like looking for one pebble in a landslide, I guess.” 
the 


Scott looked round. On the edge of the square curious 
onlookers had gathered to stare at the International Rescue 
vehicles, but were being kept back by a police barrier. 

man in uniform was struggling in the grip of 


A burly 
two officers. 


“Take your flamin’ mitts off me! ” he shouted .in English. 


“I got to see them blokes from Thunderbirds.” 


“By Jupiter!” Scott exclaimed, 
Parker.” 


looked appealingly at Scott. 


“Thank Pete,” he gasped. “ ’Ere, tell these coppers F’'m 


a pal of yours, Mister Scott,” 


Scott vouched for Parker and took him back to his 


brothers. 


“Dad was just getting anxious about you and Lady 


Penelope,” Scott said. “Where is she?” 


“That’s what I’d like to know, sir,” Parker said, agi- 
tated. “We was on our way to the ’orspital when suddenly 


these blokes sprung on us and I got a cosh on the ’ead. 
When I woke up’’er Ladyship wasn’t there.” 

“You mean she’s been kidnapped?” Virgil asked. 

“Wot else? I remembered you was here so I came to 
find you. If those blokes——” 

“Take it easy, Parker,” Scott said. “Suppose you start 
at the beginning? Just why were you on your way to the 
. hospital?” Hee 

“To find the ’onourable Gus, ’er Ladyship’s cranky— 


I beg your pardon, sir—’er heccentric cousin wot’s looking 
for treasure.” 
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Bcd signed off, Virgil said, “What's happening over 
Te 7 ” 


“that sounds like 


He hurried to the barrier. Parker, hatless and dishevelled, 
his chauffeur’s uniform grimy, stopped struggling and 


if 
ld 


ut that,” Scott said, smiling in spite 
seers Penelope. “But why were you look- 
for him?” ; Bs 
sh to this hotel Miranda where he sent 
from and the manager bloke said ‘they ser t 
s *onourable Gus since before the earthquake. om 
d he might have been ‘urt and we ought to try the 


then you got coshed? You weren’t using the 
we left it outside the city, the streets being ee 


1 yor cod look at those fellows who jumped 
I TA Was one of them that guy with the blaring 


“ > uld 
n ister Scott,” Parker scowled. “But ’e co’ 
vom behind it. We thought ’e was followin 
‘back in England ’e got into the ’ouse and threaten 
idyship. Tried to make her tell him things —_ 
‘onal Rescue. She showed im where to get orf. 
| *im out of the window.” U 
“get wish I could have seen that,” Gordon 


i 
pa shown them blokes a few parlour tric 
Ree remind “but she never got the chance.” 
looked at the police officer, who had been listening 


tain?” ae 

iam pein? will give me a description of heat 
lorita, I will alert headquarters. They will do ha pd 4 
1, but you will appreciate that we have our hands ull 
find her in the city under these conditions——— 
shrugged, made a note of the description Scott gave 
en returned to his radio console to send the message. 
tt turned to his brothers. “He’s right. There won 4 
uch they can do. Stand by. Pm going back wi 

r to investigate. Maybe there’s some clue. psi 
ay, Scott,” said Virgil. “Ill radio Dad and te! ee 
happened. If you need us, you can call us on y 


As they hurried through the rubble-littered streets Scott 
As they busiel hrough th seg 




































: ed faintly from a massive chandelier in 
othe in an cries eeive, from which huge patches 
aster had fallen. In the light of an oil lamp on 
carved oak reception desk, a bulky man with sleek 
k hair and heavy-jowled face was softing out docu- 
ts and putting them into a small suitcase. 
that’s. the bloke,” Parker muttered. .. el hy 
_ Scott crossed the plaster-littered mosaic floor, instinct- 
ively stepping over a narrow crack that had opened in it. 
Maybe it was just hs taney but the floor seemed to sway 
ver so lightly under his feet. Ae al : 
The net looked up, his sloe eyes lighting up with 
en interest at the sight of Scott’s uniform with the 
‘tended hand insignia on the blue shoulder belt. Then 
manager’s glance slid past him to Parker, and Scott 
sure those dark eyes narrowed warily, 
ut an instant later the manager was smiling in friendly 


questioned Parker again about the attack on him and 
Lady Penelope. ARs 

“I’m sorry, Mister Scott,” Parker said gloomily. “I can’t 
tell you no more. One of ’em had a big hat, a sombrero 
like blokes wear in these foreign parts, but that ain’t 
nothin’ to go on. Swipe me! I'll never forgive myself if 
anything’s happened to ’er Ladyship. If that bloke with 
the ’orrible eyes ’as got her, maybe he'll torture ’er.” 

Scott said nothing, but a little chill rode his spine. Since 
International Rescue had been in operation he'd had plenty 
of pot that their mysterious enemy would stop at nothing 
to learn their secrets. There was little Lady Penelope could 
tell The Hood except the location of the secret island 
base. He could not imagine her giving that information 
easily, but there was a limit to what even a tough girl 
could stand. 

“It'll be like looking for a bloomin’ needle in a ’aystack,” 
Parker growled. “Unless——” | 

“Unless what?” Scott asked, as he broke off: uncertainly. 

“That hotel manager. There was somethin’ fishy about 
that bloke, Mister Scott. Seemed to know more than he 
was prepared to let on. I wonder if it was a coincidence 
we was ambushed just after we left the hotel?” : 

“Let’s go and have a talk with the guy, anyway,” Scott 
said grimly. “It’s somewhere to launch off from.” 

The Hotel Miranda stood back from a wide avenue at 

the rear of a small plaza lined with lemon trees, some of 
which had been snapped in two. A crack zig-zagged across 
the square and’ in places paving stones had been forced 
up. 
The hotel was one of the older buildings, two centuries 
old perhaps, and cracks in its white-washed walls and a 
huge section of cornice that had crashed from the roof 
showed that it had been badly shaken. 

As they mounted the wide steps to the arti ul! ag 
doors a swarthy doorman in a much-braided uniform 
barred their way. 

“Pardon, sefiors, but there is no accommodation, The 
hotel is not safe.” 

“We're not staying, amigo,” Scott said, brushing past 
him and entering the foyer. ie 


Gi ternational Rescue? Lima is in your debt, sefior,” 
said in perfect English. “Is there anything I can do? 
A little while back a young lady came in here asking 
information about a guest,” Scott said. 
| “Ah, yes.~ Sefior Creighton-Ward.” The manager 
sh ugeed. “I tell the young lady that he has not been scen i 
$ince the earthquake. Maybe he has been hurt. J tell her 
to go to the hospital.” ; 
‘Sore, but she didn’t get there. Soon after she left 
ie was attacked and kidnapped.” 
The man’s eyebrows went up. “Caramba! That is 
believable.” : 
' “Js it?” asked Scott flatly. He studied the man’s suave 
face intently. Was he putting on an act or registering 
uine astonishment? “You wouldn’t know anything 
out that?” : ‘ 
“I? Sefior, do you suggest that.... 
The manager’s voice trailed away, and the colour drained 
n his fleshy face. The floor beneath them was trembling. 
eep down in the bowels of the earth there was a rumbling 
e distant thunder. 
Tt was not the first tremor Scott had experienced, but 
» felt a queasy feeling in a pit of his stomach. 
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A solid marble pillar beyond the manager seemed to 


be rippling. A crack appeared in it. 
‘Lumme!” he heard Parker gasp behind him. “Look! ” 

Scott turned. Parker was pointing at the huge chan- 
delier. It was swinging like a pendulum. 

Scott watched, fascinated in spite of himself. Wider and 
spd iting “The pig until it was almost touching 
t . Then another violen i - 
ing again die vik t shock sent him lurch 
ee un, sefiors!”’ gasped the manager. “Run for your 

He turned and darted into the offi i i 

Scott felt Parker grab his arm. shee att 

“Let’s get out of here, guv! ” 

Sudden fear lent wings to Scott. He dashed after Parker 
towards the doorway. The chandelier struck thé ceiling, 
bringing down a shower of plaster, then crashéd almost 
at Scott’s heels. A flying splinter of glass grazed his neck. 

He saw Parker hurtle through one of the now-paneless 
doors and took a running dive after him. He hit the steps 
outside on his shoulder with a force that‘ jarred every 
bone in his body, and rolled to the bottom. On the foot- 
way he tried to scramble to his feet, but a paving stone 
heaved up under him, flinging him into the roadway like a 
aad ag : catapult. ; 

azedly he was aware of Parker dragging him to his 
feet, and together they flung piel tong pat the far 
pavement and into a shrubbery. 

Then with a thunderous roar the hotel collapsed. 


5 Parker Cracks a Crib 


ScorT AND PARKER lay face down among the shrubs, hug- 
ging the earth and ‘eager their heads with their od 
agony the flying debris. 
at once there was. silence and 
ini the ground beneath 
Slowly they raised their heads and an icy hand seemed 
48 









































se about Scott’s heart when he saw through the 
ust the ruin that had once been an hotel. Another 
or so and he and Parker would have been buried 
erneath it. * 
He remembered something. . ‘ 
“Parker,” he said, his throat hoarse from the drifting 
st. “That. manager guy. He didn’t follow. us. He ran 
ick into the office.” 
“He must have been crazy, Mister Scott.” 
“No. He knew what he was doing. He was sane enough 
warn us to run for our lives first. But the poor devil 
puldn’t have stood a chance.” 
They got to their feet. Scott’s neck was stinging and 
hen he put his hand to it he felt the tackiness of half- 
ngealed blood. He smiled tightly. A small price to pay 
or an almost miraculous escape. 
‘Now the danger was over, people were appearing in the 
jare, converging slowly on the ruins of the hotel. It was 
e only building that had collapsed. Thinking back, Scott 
talised the shock had not been a very severe one, noth- 
ig to compare with the two major shocks that had devas- 
ed the city soon after he arrived in Thunderbird One. 
ut the hotel had been in such a dangerous condition 
om those early shocks that even a violent tremor had 
en sufficient to bring it down. a; 
‘A man in a braided blue uniform joined them as they 
pproached the ruins. Scott recognised the doorman who 
ad tried to stop him from going into the hotel. The man’s 
varthy face was ghastly pale and he was trembling visibly. 
“Sacramento!” he gasped. “If I had not fled: when the 
“arth shook———” ; 
Scott’s professional instinct now took charge as his 
buses returned to normal. He caught the man by the arm. 
" “Was there anybody inside apart from the manager?” 
le demanded. 3 
“No, sefior. The authorities ordered everyone out till 
the building could be inspected. But Sefor Gonzales—the 
manager—what happened to him?” 
Scott gestured at the ruins. “I guess he’s in there. He 
“must have been in the office when the building collapsed. 
It’s a million to one chance against him surviving.” 
ty! 49 
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Scott handed the microphone back to the squad com- 
ie, a stimulant down to him and pain reliever. But 
don’t overdo the drug. We'll need his ‘ ration. The 
slightest miscalculation on our part and that safe may 
rie vga on him.” 
cott glanced across the plaza to where the h 
of the Mole had appeared. Jara 
Concentrate on maintaining contact with Sefior Gon- 
zales,” he went on, “and leave the rest to International 
Rescue.” 
“T shall be happy to do so, sefior,” the man said earn- 


estly. He gave Scott a plan. “Perhaps you will find this , 


useful, sefior. It shows the make-up of the soil below us 
and the position of the mains services.” 

“Thanks.” : 

The crowd made way for the Mole and it came to rest 
aig gic Koy ve Liege workers were busy at 

pilot bore hole in the light of arc lam “vehi 

headlights ig ps an vehicle 

“What's the drill, Scott?” asked Virgil, Opening the 
hatch of the machine and looking out at Ee beoees : 

Scott briefed him on the situation. “I guess if we try 
to dig down to that guy we might cause a subsidence, 
Virgil. I suggest you bore in from the side. The base of 
the cellar walls are built against solid rock. Better take 
this plan.” 

Virgil took the plan and scanned it quickly. 

“That’s okay. I'll tunnel from the other side of the road 
to avoid the electricity conduits and the sewer. Be seeing 

The hatch closed. The motors whined and the crowd 
parted i oa fe — betnt ct ag ai turned and glided 
across the road into the shru where Scot 
had sheltered not Jong before. Bi eeioud 

“Do you think it can make it, Mister Scott?” asked 
Parker anxiously as they watched the tail of the machine 
tilt upwards, then the point of the screw nose dig into 
the soft soil. 

“lye never seen anything the Mole couldn’t get through 
yet, Parker,” Scott said. “That drill head is made of a 
special alloy of Brains’s ae inventions. It’s harder than 


































is, It’ll make it all right. The question is will it 
-in time?” : 
rowd gaped in silent wonder as the Mole bored 
nto the soft earth. Then it was gone and there 
ly a neat round hole with hard packed sides to 
‘its going. 

ce beneath the surface, Virgil had to steer blind by 
s of his sensitive instruments. These registered the 
t change in density of the soil through which he 
ring and detected obstructions such as sewers, gas 
ricity mains. For the moment he knew he had 
ng to fear from them, for already he was well below 
‘Tevel, boring steadily downwards at a sharp angle 
ards the solid rock. Behind the Mole, concrete solution 
mae pumped through ducts to seal the walls of the 
nole. ye 

ut there were other hazards that Virgil tried not to 
k about. In earthquake country rock faults were con- 
tly shifting. If a shift occurred at the precise moment 
n the Mole was boring through it, the machine would 
mapped like a brittle stick and he would be trapped 
tomb. of. rock from which he would be lucky to be 
d before his air supplies ran out. Maybe it was 
red to one chance, but it was there. 

struck the rock strata. The nose bit home with a 
hing noise that penetrated the stout hull of the 
ne and set it vibrating. He watched his gauges care- 
y. There was a°critical temperature for even the tough 
fal of the screw head. Once that was reached it was 
\erous to go on at the same speed, for the nose might 
@ solid to the rock. 

lowly the Mole levelled out and churned its way 
ugh the rock, passing several feet below the mains 
aduits and below the sewer. Virgil elevated a little, aim- 
z to come into the cellar from the side rather than from 


Hesently he stopped the motor and used the seismi- 
be, sounding for the cellar. The reading showed it was 
is than twenty feet ahead of him. 

He triggered the motor again, then went on slowly, 
adily, foot by foot. He ss to be careful now so that 
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ales thinks the safe slipped an inch or two. He 
sure. He’s getting very weak. Virgil! ” 


earth vibrations set up by the machine did not cause. the 
precariously balanced safe to fall. 

He stopped again, and spoke into his microphone. 

“Scott from Mole. Now ten feet from target. What’s the 
position there?” 

“Mole from Scott. Good going, Virgil. Hold it. I'll 
check.” After a moment Scott went on, “Position’s much 
as before, but Gonzales is getting weaker. He says dirt is 
trickling down the wall. He can feel your vibrations.” 

“That’s what I’m afraid of, Scott.” 

“We've got to take the risk, Virgil. It'll take hours to 
get down to him manually from the top, and even then 
we couldn’t be certain the safe wouldn’t fall before we got 
to him. Go on slowly and maintain open circuit.” 

“F.A.B., Scott.” 

Virgil crawled on. Nine feet... eight... seven... 
six. .. . Each foot seemed to take an hour to cover, yet it 
was only a matter of seconds. 

He stopped again to check with Scott. . 

“More dirt falling,” his brother reported. “Guess the 
poor devil’s half dead with fright. Those last five feet 
are going to seem like five years to him.” 

“And to me,” Virgil replied grimly. “Here goes.” 

The motor whined again. The screw bit greedily into the 
solid rock, inching the machine forward. ; 

An eternity seemed to pass. Virgil kept his eyes glued 
to his meter dials. The last foot was the most dangerous 
of all. If he did not cut cleanly through, if he caused the 
wall of the cellar to crumble and collapse, the disturbance 
might bring the safe and tons of rubble above it down on 
the unfortunate Gonzales. 

In spite of the air conditioning, sweat stood out on his 
tense face. He’sucked in his breath sharply as the pitch 
of the screw’s whine changed suddenly, and a needle 
flickered violently. 

The point of the screw was through. j 

Abruptly he cut the motor. In the silence that clamped i w the big green safe. ; 
down on the machine he could hear his own fart ‘i hes patteoityes an ae of about forty-five degrees, 
thudding. : Pi ith*one bottom edge resting on the debris on the cellar 

“Break through,” he said hoarsely into the microphone. loor, the corresponding top edge resting against the wall. 
“What's the position?”. ag eath it, held down by a massive floor beam which was 

> 


don’t think you’d better risk going into, the cellar. 
se to the surface.” 
© as I say, Virgil. I'll make a manual rescue. It will 
take a few minutes longer and it'll be much safer.” 
‘ior Gonzales, maybe, but not for you, Scott.” 

ion’t waste time arguing,” his brother said with a note 
thority. “Get back here. That’s an order, Virgil.’ 

A B »? 


Slowly Virgil reversed the Mole, back through the solid 
ck and then up through the softer strata where the con- 
te solution had sealed the tunnel into a smooth passage. 
hen the machine reached the surface, Scott was wait- 
g in borrowed overalls, helmet with headlamp and rescue 
uipment. - : 
Virgil opened the hatch. “Now look here, Scott, he said 
ferminedly, “if any guy’s going to risk his neck, it’s 
t Scott had already gone, paying out the rope and 
hone line behind him. ? 4, 
He shot feet first down the sharply sloping borehole 
til it levelled out. Then he ran along bent double, racing 
ainst time. 
didn’t take him long to cover the thirty feet to the 
of the cellar and presently his headlamp picked out 
hole the screw had pierced in it. It was large enough 


: eed hrough, flashing his powerful lamp around 

red through, flashing his : 
Bone that the Mole had penetated the wall close to the 
Jor at a spot which was comparatively free from debris. 
xking up. he saw the reason why. Two of the floor 
fs were jammed across from wall to wall a couple of: 
above his head, forming a platform on which fallen 
ry had lodged 







































made a quick examination of Gonzales and 
gravely. rr 

be just in time,” he said, giving an injection. 

internal injuries.” ; 

nzales was ete lifted into the ambulance he 


jammed beneath the safe, was the limp, dust-covered figure 
of Sefior Gonzales. The lamp that had been lowered to 
him had fallen from his hand, 

He appeared unconscious, but as Scott wormed through 
the hole and crawled towards him, the man’s eyes flickered 
open and lit up eagerly. 

“Sefior!” he gasped. “You—-you come to save me?” 
Plies aah Scott said. “Just relax. Everything’s going to be 

ay.” 

“But the safe, Iam sure it is still slipping. Listen! ” 

Dirt streamed down the wall behind them and Scott’s 
heart leapt as he heard an ominous grating sound. 

“Nothing to worry about,” he lied, forcing himself to 
speak calmly. “That safe’s as firm as the rock of Gibraltar, 
ine hold on while I get you out of here. It may: hurt a 

e.” ais 

“I—I can stand it, sefior, but please to be quick.” 

Scott was conscious of a movement behind him,and saw 
another figure in overalls crawl through the holé in the 
wall. In the light of the beam he recognised : Virgil. 

“I thought I told you to——” 

“Quit arguing, Scott. I’m here. Two heads and two pairs 
of hands are better than one. I brought a jack. Figured you 
might need it.” 

“Sure. We can’t shift this beam off him with the: weight 
of the safe holding it down. I'll have to saw pon lle 
Better jack it up on the other side so it doesn’t fall on him.” 

Scott got the saw from his rescue kit. Sweat streaming 
round his ribs, he worked as fast as he dared without 
putting too much pressure on the beam. A laser cutter 
would have been quicker, but there would have been too 
great a risk of fire. 

By the time he was through the beam, Gonzales was 
unconscious. Scott and Virgil eased him from under the 
safe and got him through the hole into the tunnel. Only 
then dared they breathe freely again. 

The rescue squad commander’ was waiting with a 
stretcher. They roped the unconscious man to it, then 

hauled him gently to the surface, where a doctor and an 
ambulance were waiting. 

A cheer went up from ope as they appeared. 


eyes. 5 
es bees sefior who' saved me,” he gasped. ‘The 
Rescue sefior. I—I must speak to him. 
rent to the man’s side. Pain was causing sweat 
on his dust-grimed face. He clutched Scott’s arm. 
are very brave man, sefior. I thank you. But 
is something I must tell you. You ask me about 
F Creighton-Ward and the young sefiorita who come 
hire about him. The sefiorita I know nothing about, 
e sefior———” . * . 
broke off, his face contorting with pain, and the 
ir said urgently to Scott, “Do not be long with him, 
, or your courage will have been in vain. ? 
0, wait, please!” Gonzales begged. “I must finish. 
“my conscience. Sefior, in the safe is a bag, a 
bag with a draw-string which Sefior Creighton- 
I gave me to keep for him. When the tremor came 
it to my office to get it. I—I was going to steal it. . 
ye been punished for my sin. That bag, sefior, it may 
e key to a great fortune. ., .” : f 
voice trailed away and he fell back unconscious 
At a sign from the doctor the ambulance men slid 
tcher into the vehicle and the doors were shut. 
did he say, Scott?” asked Virgil, as the ambu- 
bit told him 
ott to! ; i : 
Whatever it is in that safe,” he added, “it may throw 
ght on what’s happened to Lady Penelope and her 
Where’s Parker?” 
glanced round just in time to see the butler scurry- 
ough the bushes towards the borehole, carrying a 
helmet. 
*s he up to?” Virgil asked. 
er honed at the hole, strapped on the helmet, then 
n and put his feet into the mouth of the borehole. 
, come back, you idiot!” Scott shouted, running 
s him. 
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undled the others through the hole and crawled 
1 them. He’d gone scarcely three yards along the 
when there was a crash back in the cellar and dust 
down the tunnel to set him coughing and 


But before he could reach him, Parker had disappeared 
Scott didn’t hesitate. He dived head first into the holt 
and shot down the tunnel in pursuit. When he reache 
the bottom of the slope he saw a bobbing light ahead 
He got to his feet and, crouching, raced after Parker 
yelling to him to stop, but the man ignored him. 
Hog ne time Scott ely oe the hole leading into the cell 
» Parker was at t oor of the tilted safe, hi 
on the tumbler dial, his ear against it. | 
“eon scrambled through to his side. 

“You crazy fool,” he gasped. “Th " 
Waly dal doy tet gaspe @ whole caboodle’s 
“Quiet please, guv,” Park i “T can’t ’ 
rie | wieug 8g arker said calmly. “I can’t ’ea 

ay rama ‘ 

“Shaddup! ” Parker growled with a fierce slare. “Thi 
wey Hoe pai only clue to ’er Ladyship.” ee : 
; t fell silent, wondering at the courage,.and devo. 
tion of this ex-crook who was prepared to tsk his life 
in the hope of finding a clue to the whereabouts of his 
vanished mistress. 
_ But Scott forgot the danger as he crouched there, watch- 
ing in fascination while Parker twirled the dial, his craggy 
face intent. There was no sound but the clicking of the 
tumblers and the creaking of straining timber somewhere 
above them. A stream of dirt trickled on to Parker’s side- 
at face, but he ignored it. 

seconds ticked away. Behind irgi 

uae ie y ind Scott, Virgil appeared 

“Hey, what the-———?” 

Scott gestured for silence, and at that moment Parker 
gave a cry of satisfaction. 

Psi it! The crib’s cracked! ” 

e turned the handle and the massive door swung open 

He shone his headlamp inside, then reached in and blight 
ree po bag with a draw-string, to which was attached 


“Seftor Creighton-Ward,” he read. ‘‘Guess this is it.”’ 
Ay timber pier we a shower of debris fell on them. 
“Lumme,” he grinned at the brothers. “I think we’ - 
ter ’op it quick before the Pg falls. in.” a 
8 


‘ing. 
fool of a risk to take,” he muttered. “Let’s hope 


worth it.” 2 ; 
hey reached the surface, Parker handed the bag 


fou’d better see what’s in it, guv.” 

Ott opened the bag and stared in amazement as he 
‘from it a cord about two feet long made of different 
d threads twisted together. From it smaller threads 
fferent colours, knotted at intervals, hung like a 


That the dickens!” Virgil gasped. ““You mean to say 
s risked your lives for a bit of string?” 
on, sefiors,” said a quiet voice behind them. 
turned to see a young police captain in white uni- 
iling at them. 
took the strange cord from Scott and examined 


iors, this is not just a bit of string as you think. 
uipu. The ancient Incas used them to keep records, 
we keep account books, Some of them are of great 
al interest.” ; 
frowned. Lady Penelope’s cousin must . have 
ed the quipu in the hotel safe because he valued it. 
] what had Gonzales said? The bag might hold the key 
1 great fortune. 
ut how could he discover the significance of this 
bu as the police captain called it? 

if the young officer had read his thoughts, he said, 
sor Carlos de Sabata is a great authority on the 
sefior. He will be pleased to tell you about this 


ere can I find him?” 
n the Hacienda del Caldo in the village of San Pedro, 


He has a museum there.” 


nks.”’ 
‘ou are welcome, sefior. I am happy to be of service. 


have done much for us,’ 
: 9 






























d One, cnet i its pneine ee 
wa shadow across its si | 
ie pas oes pln field, a crowd of 
was being held back by barriers, police and 
yards in response to Scott’s insistence on’ maxi- 
curity precautions to prevent the photographing 
national Rescue equipment.  , Oe, 
Sbile control from Thunderbird Two,” came. Virgil’s 
over the radio. “Ready to launch.” — 

A.B.,”’ Scott said. ‘“Bon voyage. Be seeing you when 
up this Lady Penelope business. 


The captain clicked his heels and saluted with a smile 
then went away. 


Virgil looked curiously at Scott. 

“You're not thinking of getting this thing translated? 

“Why not? As Parker said when he was sticking hi 
neck out down in that cellar, this may be our only: clue a 
to what’s happened to Lady Penelope. I wouldn’t like hi 
to think he’d taken that risk for nothing.” 

“You're blinkin’ right, Mister Scott,” growled Parker, 
“If you don’t go and see that professor bloke, Vl g0 
meself. I ain’t leavin’ here till I’ve done something about 
findin’ her Ladyship.” 


“Neither am I, Parker. But I’ll have to check with Dad of) _ Thunderbird Two rolled forward, and 
first. Let’s get back to mobile control.” old ou it took off with an effortless ease that 


Virgil returned to the Mole, and Scott and Parker. hur: 
ce across the square to the avenue that led to the main 
plaza. 

From the shadows, The Hood, dressed as a metiber of 
the rescue squad, removed his helmet and goggles and 
grinned evilly. , 

“So the quipu is of great value,” he muttered. “Perhaps 
it leads to the treasure that the cousin of our International 
Rescue lady was seeking? I think I shall prepare a little 
surprise for Mister Scott Tracy.” : 


darkness beyond the lake of light that marked 
rt 


hunder of the jets faded rapidly as it hurtled out 
Fie modells Pacific, and presently there was silence, 
en only by the excited talk of the sightseers beyond 
ponbhet base and his father’s rugged face ap- 
on the monitor screen before him. ie 
ott to base. Thunderbird Two away, Dad,” he 


da 
Ot! 
i 


ay, son,” Jeff said. “Now you know what you've 
0?” 


re. Find Lady Penelope.” 

*s more to it than that, son. You've got to find 
Dore that guy Hood makes her talk, She doesn’t 
‘many of our technical secrets, but she knows the 
mest secret of all—the location of our island base. 

‘He won't find her an easy nut to crack, Dad. 

ess not, but everyone’s got a breaking point, Scott. 
Penelope may be tough, but she is just a girl. Mee 
» Jeff's face tightened grimly, “the thought of her 


Hacienda Trap 


IN THE Licut of the airport arc lamps and auxiliary flares 
the huge green shape of Thunderbird Two settled down 
.on its hydraulic stilts over the pod containing the Mole 
and the Firefly. 

It was just like a broody hen settling down on an ego 
that it was about to hatch, Scott thought, as he watched 
from behind his mobile aoe in the jeep. 


“] ed worry too much, Dad,” Scott broke in. “Pm 
t so sure that guy has got her.” 
“What makes you say thay?” 





















































that guy’s face seemed familiar,” he said 
mighty like Lady Penelope herself.” 

ded him curiously. “You've seen the gentle- 
r Scott?” ‘ 

Scott-told him where. “Drive me to the control 
arker. Better see if 1 can trace where that fellow 
A word with him might help plenty.” 

ghto, sir. Op in.” 

m the Rolls stopped at the control building, Scott 
in and spoke to the communications officer. 
“sefior!’” the man said. “It should be easy enough 
id Out where a particular casualty was taken. Rescue 
| keep a record. I will check.” 


hares magpie Parker to get her doesn’t seem like ’ 

ca “be ng t he just use the hypnotic power of 

It’s my inch phon aay hn Sioee29¢ Se oon, 
“Who'd want to do that?” ee 


command a mighty big ransom.” 
; "lod |g kidnappers, huh? Could be, son. In a 
fe terre ‘. uess she’d get better treatment from the 
itn glbaak ae Pridgen some money out of her, tl) 
ger. Okay, Scot Abies 2 bce oe as a man-eat| 
A signed off he saw Lady Penelope’ 
gine rage iodt the or Parker had Sabina he post tr 
ee parked it outside the earthquake-rack 
Parker helped him to 1 
j oad i i 
Thunderbird One. The hatch riod ie 


ew moments later the man smiled round at him. 
nta Anna hospital, sefior. Shall I get you a line?” 


ot took the receiver and was presently speaking to 
Ospital superintendent. 
sfior Creighton-Ward?” the voice at the other end 


Scott would be / efi 
able to open it again. At a:sign from hil “Yes, he was brought in yesterday suffering from 
ion, associated with amnesia.” 


a ; : 
guard of police moved into position around it. Thank concussi 
i *s lost his memory? Is he well enough to have a 


ir? I'd like to talk to him.” 

'am afraid that’s impossible, sefior.” 

‘ou mean he’s still unconscious?” 

Jo—he was discharged a few hours ago. A friend 
sd and asked if he could take care of him. We were 
‘too happy. You appreciate, sefior, that we need every 
lable bed, and apart from the amnesia, which will 
dably pass of its own accord, there was nothing 


“Now we'll go and see Profess: 
ofessor de Sabata,” i 
as be and Parker walked to the Rolls, “I's a eae * 
disappearance.” y hold some clue to Lady Penelope 
“By the way, Mister Scott,” said 
; ais ’ Parke i d 
ihe fie his pocket. “’Ere’s a ig t 
Hesestag me rah ge a Ladyshipp had in the car. It mighi 
Ladyship.” € got to look for ’im as well as ’¢ 
“Sure might——” Scott checked as h 
ee had handed him. “Say, ie toe tH ‘ rently it w: 
‘rushed off our feet, you understand?—no one seems 3 
taken it, The gentleman was merely told to bring 
ent back if there were complications. I am sorry, 


” 


*s okay,” Scott said. “Thank you.” 


had shattered the city. He remembered the man mutter 
But Scott’s face was grim when he returned to the 


ing in his semi-consciousness, “J must tell Penny.”’ The 


name had been of no significance to him then 
62 
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“Wot’s wrong, guv?” Parker asked. 

Scott told him what he had learned, and went on, “I 
sure don’t like the smell of this, Parker. We know Gus 
didn’t return to the hotel. It’s my hunch that was no 
friend who picked him up.” 

“You mean he was kidnapped, sir, like *er Ladyship?” 

“Sure. By the same guys I guess.” Scott settled into 
the rear seat. “Let’s go and see that professor. He may 
be our only hope now.” 

The Rolls glided from the airport, through an avenue 
of people kept back by police, and swung north, by-pass- 

ing the city with its blocked streets, 

The mist that had hung over the countryside all day 
had lifted now, and outside the city with its drifting pall 
of dust and smoke the air was clear. Above the skyline 
of the Andes the moon was climbing into a star-flecked 
blue-black sky. x 

Parker drove carefully, the car’s powerful headbeams 
stabbing twin cones of vivid yellow-white light. through 
the darkness ahead. Here and there gigantic slabs of con- 
crete had been thrust up by the force of the earthquake, 
but only in one place did they find the highway completely 
blocked. A gang was at work in the light of arc lene. 
clearing it. 4 

A temporary track had been bulldozed through a hill 
slope to by-pass the obstruction, and once they were past 
that they met no more delays. 

They were in bed-rock country now, and earthquakes 
had little effect on this sort of terrain unless they were 
exceptionally severe. 

Presently a signpost flashed in the headlight like a 
ghostly finger pointing to the left, and Scott saw the name 
San Pedro. 

Parker swung off the main highway and they found 
themselves on what was little more than a hard-packed dirt 
track, climbing the foothills of the Andes. 

They passed no other traffic. Behind and below them 
the lights of Lima glowed like stars against the darkness 
of the coastal strip. Here and there a light in a farmer’s 
dwelling pierced the gloom beside the road. There was no 
other sign of life. 

In spite of the urgency A their mission Parker still 



























ove carefully, for they could never tell if the road ahead — 
sht be alee by a Beat opened up by the earthquake. 
ut at last they saw the lights of a village, and ee, 
. white walls of the house appeared in the moonlight. 
re was no one on the single street. Inside the prin 
dows moved against a blind. But the Hacienda te 
aldo was not difficult to find, for the signpost soni 
) a winding track to where a long white’ single-stori 
stood against the dark hill slope. : 
gates of the hacienda were open. Gravel crunche 
the wheels of the car as Parker drove slowly up 
> curving drive between fragrant smelling trees and 
rubs and brought it to a standstill at the foot of a short 
ight of steps leading up to a long wide verandah. 

‘In the house a single light showed from the glass 
trance-door. But, although the car’s approach must have 
een heard, no one appeared. ‘ 
“Scott got out. A cold breeze seeping down from the 
fountains stirred the undergrowth. 

He froze, looking about him warily. He had the sensa- 
on of being watched. Had they been followed? hy 
“A night bird screeched among the trees. A bat flitted 
cross the face of the moon. But that feeling persisted. 
“Parker,” he said softly. “Come up with me and wait 
wutside. I’ve got a feeling there may be trouble. 


"Parker took a gun and a round small object from a dash- 
te packet. He slipped them into his jacket, then got 
put. The gullwing doors of the Rolls closed behind 
Marker. Scott knew that nothing short of a laser beam 
sould gain entrance to the car now. . 

ole he mounted the steps to the verandah, his hand 
soing instinctively to the machine pistol in the blue wise 
‘at his side. It was ready loaded with the yellow barre 
sontaining knock-out bullets. He and his brothers never 
used lethal bullets unless there was no other choice. 

" When they reached the verandah, Scott approached the 
slass door, while Parker faded into the shadows beside 
it, putting his back ins the iba and watching the 
moonli do rounds about the car. 

ot cor ie Sara anes, Bane beside the door, won- 


i‘ 





deta once agai re we 
of the sad none tbe no one had appeared at the sound 
mewhere in the depths of the silen 
i : t house 
so gh nl t few joe binges nothing Liceied. bot! 
fin humming bial + when he became conscious of a 
€ looked up. He could see nothing in. th 
, e shad 
above him, but he got the impression that an ebirce ec 


was watching him. A television camera, he thought, feed- 


ing a closed circuit, so that a caller could i 
ernie sg house before being admitted, Laan. anim 
a common enough precaution in the world th 
ibe hog told himself, but perhaps doubly pateniven goa 
“ing hacienda like this at the edge of a wild country 
t paige changed little in centuries. 
¢ humming became louder. Electronic bolts slid b 
and the door glided sideways. Light spl gorge 
oe in, my friend,” eid Py Pe ee ee Bee 
pice motioned to Parker to remain on 
He found himself in a Jon i i 
J g narrow hall with 
painted walls and dark oak floor, on which bright Indias 
nat were scattered. It was lighted by imitation antique 
amps. The few articles of furniture were dark and heavy 
centuries old, he thought. On the walls hung ancient 
i af that might have been used by the Conquistadores 
who had conquered Peru for Spain, and grotesquely-carved 
ee bona native workmanship. 
an emerged from a doorway along the h 
was powerfully built, with a mane of sive hair ne 
a Sig beard. He was dressed in a white linen suit and 
wore orn-rimmed spectacles with very thick lenses, 
Sel Welcome, sefior,” he said, smiling as he came forward. 
Pl hi ‘ih ae caaed to meet a member of International Rescue. 
Aiatter diner so much for my poor countrymen in their 
It’s been a pleasure, Professor de Sabata,” Scott 


smiled. 
slide softly into 


guard, and 


He glanced round as he h 
ie behind him. wie ipa er 
Aig ou must excuse my caution, sefior,” the oth 
said. “It is lonely here. ai Pe tact are disc ie Lise 









































for their families lost in the earthquake. Some- 
in the hills there are desperate men. And I have 
treasure here.” 

“Treasure?” 

“Valuable relics of our country’s great history. I have 


museum.” 

“Sure. The police officer who recommended me to call 
‘you mentioned you had a museam. You are a great 
rity on the ancient Incas, professor?” 

*T have acquired a little fame on that subject, my 
iend.” He waved his hand towards the room from which 
s had just emerged. “But please come into my study.” 
‘Scott followed him into a big book-lined room with 
desk on which were a telephone and automatic type- 
iter. Curios stood on shelves. On the wall was a small 
levision screen, in which Scott got a view of the verandah 
itside the front door, the-steps and the Rolls-Royce on 
e drive below. The professor was about to switch off the 


sreen when Scott stopped him. 
“Mind leaving it, professor?” he asked. “I’d like to 
I was being followed 


eer my eye on it. I had a feeling 


ere. 
“Followed?” The other man blinked at him through his 
hick lenses. “But who would follow you?” a 
“I don’t know. But I think there may be people inter- 
ae ip in what I’ve brought to you to want to get 
B of it.” 
“You intrigue me, my friend. May I see it?” 
Scott took from his pocket the pigskin bag containing 
he quipu that Parker had taken from the safe under the 
ui ned hotel. 
“Tm told you can read the cord writings of the ancient 
ncas,” he said, taking out the quipu. “I'd like to know 
what this one says, professor.” 
He looked up to find the other man gazing eagerly at 
he guipu. There was a strange glint in the eyes behind 
he thick lenses. He held his hand out. 
Let me look at it, Sefior Tracy,” he said, a harsh note 


in his voice. igs 
 Scott’s eyes narrowed suspiciously. He thrust the quipu 


back into his pocket. 
! “Who told you my name, oS 2” he demanded. 


2 








The other man laughed shortly and spread his hands. 
M » €veryone knows the members of International 
Rescue.” 

“That’s just what they don’t know. Certainly I’ve told 
no one in Peru my name,” 

With a sudden movement, Scott snatched the glasses 
from the bearded face, and with a snarl of baffled rage 
the man sprang back, his eyes lighting up like malignant 
black jewels. 

Scott stared incredulously, He had seen those eyes be- 
fore, but in a different face, 

“The man with the glaring eyes!” he growled. “The 
guy who calls himself Hood.” 

The Hood’s lips writhed viciously. His eyes flashed. 

“Give me that quipu, Tracy.” 

Scott knew the strange power of those eyes. They could 
hypnotise a man into instant unconsciousness. He dared 
not meet them. He ducked and dived headlong forward, 
His head rammed home against a barrel chest,and The 
Hood staggered back against the desk. 

Scott followed up, but a vicious hammer of a fist caught 
him on the temple. Something seemed to explode in his 
head. He sank to his knees, a wave of nausea sweeping 
through him. He saw The Hood looming above him and 
gtoped for his machine pistol. But, as he clawed it out, 
a kick sent it flying from is hand. 

“Give me that guipu, Tracy!” snarled The Hood. Aa 

Dimly Scott was aware of the sound of crashing glass: | Sepez ba 
then something exploded with a dull plop on the floor ti 
between him and the other man, and bluish fumes billowed 


up. 

Phe Hood started back with a cry of alarm. As the gas 
reached him, he coughed and spluttered. With an angry 
oath he turned and ran from the room, 

Scott scrambled up and, holding his breath, dashed in 
pursuit..He reached: the door of the study in time to see 
The Hood blast the electronically-sealed ‘glass door with 
a gun then hurtle through it on fo the verandah. 

Scott, weak from the blow on the temple, was slow 
to follow, and. by the time he reached the verandah there 
was no sign of his re ua 69 


” Scott’s head rammed home against a barrel chest 





A moment later he hea ‘ : 
td the roar of jets and 
jet, A harsh, hae eago'e, the Black bug shape of a hel 
“Pl get you, Tracy hen ested through the night. 
9, gach » tracy. Next time you won’t be so fortunate, 
or an instant the airer : : 
moon, and then it pe ping was silhouetted against the 


Message from the Past 


AS THE SOUND of i-j i igh 
joined —s Bai bee faded into the night, Parker 
Who was that bloke, Mister Scott?” 
bate, a the glaring eyes,” 
r sta im, * 
profesor?” red at . “You—you mean he was the 
“No, Parker. Somehow he mus earned 
\ : t have | 
resin here and laid a trap for us. He has ohly 
8 - fetching en professor. We'd better look for him. , 
bomb “tint i 2 a the house. “You threw that gas: 
es, guv. I was taking a butcher’s h 
ale ~agl if anyone was snoopin’ Eel jong i ep 
Into the room. There was that blok pie 
pat oe you down : 
ile a ‘and. I smashed the winder and chucked 


“Lucky you did, Parker. Hi 
; . He i 

wp bt prompt action, I pedis peed sec, ay 
a “y nica all the windows, switched on the ‘electri 
as rd the clearance of gas, then systematically 
Place. But they found no sign of the rig ‘ful 

soit a eg Pipes or his servants bes 

way back into the hall. “ 
fessor wasn’t here ag id. “ ip hola! ane 
gy atparkton Fe Gay yy, Scott said. “He might be down 

Vbeete toring By 
t Parker’s Scott ; 

startled yell, i swung round to see him 




























pearing through a hole in the floor where a trap 
r had opened up. Surprise, shock, fear, were all mingled 
Parker’s craggy face in the instant it was visible to Scott. 
he had vanished. There was a clattering and a 
nping for a few moments and then silence. 
His mouth dry, Scott hurried to the open trap, and saw 
tone steps leading down. A faint light was visible far 
below and from the depths came a groan. 
' “Parker!” he yelled. “Are you okay?” 
 Parker’s voice echoed back. “I regret to say I ’ave 
sustained numerous bruises on the tenderest parts of my 
anatomy, Mister Scott.” 
eg grinned, relieved that the butler seemed to be all 
it. 
_ “Stand by!” he called. “Ill be right down to pick up 
‘the pieces.” 
_ He had descended only a few steps when there was a 
terrified yell from below and the next instant he saw 
tker tearing towards him as though his life depended 


on it. 

"When the butler reached Scott, he grabbed at his arm, 
‘pointing down. 

_ “There—there’s a lot of ’orrible mummies down there, 
Mister Scott,” he gasped. ¥ 
“Mummies?” 

“Yes, Blokes wot ‘ave been dead for ’undreds of years, 


‘all sitting up in ’oles round the wall, grinning something 

‘awful at me. I ain’t afraid of nothin’ that’s flesh and 

“blood, but——” 

| “Take it easy, Parker,” Scott grinned. “If they’ve been 

dead as long as you say, they can’t be very dangerous. 

Let’s take a closer look.” 

Parker swallowed. “Okay, Mister Scott. I—I’ll be right 

- behind you.” © 

Scott descended slowly. The steps curved slightly near 

the bottom, and as he turned the bend he saw the light 

coming from a naked electric bulb hanging from the stone 

' ceiling of what appeared to be a long vault. 

_ He went down a few more steps, then halted. He had 

_ been amused by Parker’s fear but now he felt an icy prick- 

"ling at the base of his skull. 

In niches round the wall o" mummies black with age, 
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Pia uffling, wra ( 

Similar to those 8: pped in a dark. cloth 

ica Magee of the mummies. It was making a faint 
get his 


With a aay gu movement, Parker seemed to 
fled if Scott hadn’t grabbed 
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u pressed the switch just as my friend stepped 
he trap r. I think he’s a couple of shades greyer 
. he was before. All this gave him the fright of his 


professor bowed to Parker. “A thousand apologies, 


er grinned. “Lumme, you wasn’t to know, mister.” 
ved his hand at the mummies. “But this lot’s enough 
e anyone the creeps. Who are they? Your ancestors?” 
me of them, perhaps, Who knows? They belong to 
e who inhabited Peru even before the Incas came.” 


‘Scott told him about the quipu. 

The fellow with the glaring eyes is an old enemy of 
Scott added. “He must have learned we were com- 
see you, got here first and took your place. He tried 
the quipu.” 

“Why should he want it?” 

| “1 don’t know. But we were told it might be the key 

) a great fortune.” 

| The professor frowned. “Let me see it. So many of these 

wipus are but records of stores, of granaries and fields.” 
le broke off as Scott produced the guipu and his dark 

lit up eagerly. " 

Sefior, this is something very important. I can see that 
glance by the colours of the threads in the cords. It 

3 so well preserved, too. Exceptionally so. But I need 

ly codes to translate it. Let us go upstairs.” 

That'll be a pleasure, sefior,” Parker growled with an 
sy glance at the hideously grinning mummies about 


_ Scott told Parker to cig uard outside the house while 
he followed Professor de ta into the study. The pro- 
fessor took a leather-bound book from a shelf and sat 
wn to decipher the cord writing. 

Scott watched anxiously. Lady Penelope’s fate might 
d on the correct translation of this message from 


past. 
The professor was muttering to himself as he scribbled 
‘a pad before him, but Scott could sense that his interest 
s now tinged with excitement. — 
Presently he looked up, oe pr eyes gleaming. 





“Sefior, whoever told you this might hold the key to a 
shall not read it to you, for the 


great fortune was right. I 
language is archaic. But it 
mines of the Incas.” 

“I don’t know 
valuable?” 

“Valuable? It was rumoured they were the richest the 
world has ever known. Have you not read the story of 
Pizarro, who conquered Peru from the Incas? It is said 
that as a peace offering the Emperor of the Incas gave 
him seven enormous emeralds which had come from these 
mines. Pizarro said they were the real treasure of the Incas. 
‘Give me their emeralds,’ he told his private priest, ‘and 
you can have their gold.” 

“Did Pizarro find the mines?” 

“No, sefior. The priest tortured and murdered hundreds, 
perhaps thousands of Incas in trying to find the location 
of the mines, but he did not succeed. And no one has 
found them since, although there have been countless 
expeditions,” Di 

“A well-guarded secret, huh?” é 

“A secret that would have been known to few in the 
first place, sefior—the Inca emperor and a few trusted 
members of the royal family, all of whom were killed by 
the Spaniards.” 

“But this guipu tells where the mines are, professor?” 
“No, sefior. It tells where there is a clue to the location 
of the mines. It says it is in an Inca temple in their ancient 
capital of Cuzco. But of course it may not be there after 
six hundred years.” 

“This is beginning to sound like a jig-saw puzzle, pro- 
fessor,” Scott said, 

With an effort he dragged his mind away from thoughts 
of the fabulous mines and went back to the real object 
of his visit to the hacienda. He told the professor about 
the disappearance of Lady Penelope and her cousin, and 
his hope that the quipu might reveal some clue to what 
had happened to them. 

The professor pulled thoughtfully at his beard. “Of 
course, sefior, if the desperados who appear to have kid- 
mapped your friends should know what the quipu 
says——” 


refers to the legendary emerald 


the legend, professor. Were they 
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certain whether it’s genuine. They’ve tried to make Gus 
Speak, but he appears to have lost his memory. He doesn’t 
even know me, but of course he may be putting on an act 
to stall them.” 

“That explains why they kidnapped Gus, but why you?” 

“Somehow they found out we were related. I have a 
Suspicion that if he doesn’t talk they may get rather rough 
with me to force him to talk——— Oh!” 

With a startled gasp, she went off the air. 

“Sounds like they tumbled to what she was doing, Mister 
Scott,” Parker growled, 

“Yes. But she’s put us in the picture, Parker. They’re 
making for Cuzco, evidently following that guipu trail. to 
the lost emerald mines. With a stake like that they won’t 
pull their punches. We’ve got to get after them. Stand 
by, just in case she comes through again. I’ll see if the 
professor’s finished that translation.” ie 

Scott ran back to the house and entered the study. The 
professor was speaking into the microphone of his. auto- 
typer. After a moment or so he finished and ripped the 
paper from the machine, t 

“Here you are, my friend.” 

OU gigs professor,” Scott said. “I think we may need 
this.” 

When he told him about Lady Penelope’s radio call, 
the professor came to his feet. : 

“Sefior,” he ie eagerly. “You will please to take me Le ware 
with you, si? Per aps I can be of assistance to you. From 2 ned the hatch o s: 
Cuzco the trail of your sefiorita may lead to other places. eross the airfield, Scott ope i 
You may need the advice of an expert.” 

Scott smiled. “I’ll be mighty glad to have you along, 
professor. How soon can you be ready to travel?” 

“Give me an hour, sefior, to make the necessary arrange- 
ments. My servants will have returned by then to take 
charge of the hacienda.” 

“Okay. I’m going to Lima to pick up my plane. I'll 
send Parker back in the car to collect you,” i 

Scott ran out and leapt into the Rolls. “Back to the 
airport, Parker,” 

CS it 

Knowing the hazards of the road now, Parker returned 
to Lima far faster than he slug come from it. Scott was 
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kidnapped Lady Penelope were already in the city, 
arrival of one of the famous Thunderbirds would alert 
n. His best chance of rescuing Lady Penelope and her 
in was to arrive in the city unheralded and as an 


perso 
He found a landing place in an ancient stone quarry 
bout a mile to the east outside the city, where the air- 
t would be safe for some hour$ from curious eyes, 
ouching down gently on the level, rubble-coloured bot- 
where once Inca slaves had toiled, he cut the engines 
the silence of the Andean night closed about him, 
bove the quarry rim the stars were jewel-bright, almost 
right as they were from the space station, so rarefi 
P atmosphere here, over ten thousand feet above 
evel. 
‘ switched on the radio and asked John, in the space 
ion, to contact Parker for him. - 
_A few moments later Parker’s gruff voice said, “Thun- 
bird One from FAB One. Can you read me, Mister 
tt?” 


‘Loud and clear. Where are you?” 

We left the ’ouse five minutes ago.” 

“Good. Has Lady Penelope contacted you again?”. 

*No, guy. They must have found that radio.” f 

“Guess so. Listen. Parker. I’ve no means of identifying 
truck she said she was a prisoner in. For all I know 

may be in the city already. My only chance is to make 

the place mentioned in the translation of the quipu 

the professor made, and hope they turn up there. 

li him I’d like to speak to him.” 

When the professor came through, Scott studied the 

yy of the translation and said, “How do I find this 

ple of Vilca Pata?” 

You will not find it, sefior. Only its foundations and 

the lower stones of the walls still exist. The building 

erected on the site is now a school. But if the clue to the 

erald mines is still hidden there, it is in the vaults which 

re once the store chambers of the temple.” 

- “Okay. How do I get to it?” 

“ft is on the right side of the street of El Greco to 

the south of the great Plaza ge Armas where the cathedral 


is. You cannot miss the plaza, sefior, All roads lead to it 
as they did in the days of the Incas, when it was called 
Houcay-Pata, the Place of Tears,” 

“Sounds cheerful,” Scott said. 

“Place of Blood would have been more suitable, sefior.” 

“Thanks, professor. I’m keeping my fingers crossed that 
I'll be in time.” 

In spite of his haste he made his preparations care- 
fully, changing his uniform for a shapeless felt hat and 
fleecy-lined overall suit. that would protect him. against 
the biting cold of the night without making him too con- 
spicuous. Inside the suit he stowed his machine pistol, 
a torch and a powerful micro-radio transmitter. Then he 
left the plane, sealing the hatch behind him. 

For a moment he stood there, getting his bearing and 
allowing his lungs to adjust themselves to the rarefied 
air. Lack of oxygen at these heights could soon sap a man 
even of his strength if he were not careful. 

He did not need to use his wrist compass, for beyond 
the quarry rim to the west he could see the faint glow of 
ee that marked the position of the ancient capital of the 

neas. 

Using his torch to pick his way through the rubble of 


centuries, Scott set off. He found a narrow path cut into - 


the stone wall and climbed it. At the top he paused, get- 
ting his breath. Off to his right ran the winding ribbon 
of road that led north to Lima. ih 
beamed as vehicles hurtled along it towards the city. 

Any one of them, he knew, might be the truck in which 
Lady Penelope and her cousin were prisoners. 

The ground sloped gently towards the city. He made for 
it, keeping clear of the road, and presently the remains 
of the old Inca wall loomed up before him, the great stone 
blocks time-worn and glistening darkly in the moonlight. 

He passed through a gap and found himself in a narrow 
street where adobe buildings had been erected on the dark 
stone foundations of Inca buildings. 

Even in the middle of the twentieth century the street 
was as badly lit as any big city slum a hundred and fifty 
years before. A few naked electric light bulbs were strung 
On wires between the buildings, and here and there an oil 
lantern hung outside a face tm with age. 
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_ He moved slowly up the hall. If the kidnappers of Lady 
Penelope were here, he thought there would have been 
some aoa He believed they would have left someone 
on guard. 
_ That door being unlocked had been suspicious, but per- 
haps. the people of Cuzco were honest and there was no 
more need to lock the schools than there was the churches. 
_ And then a sickening thought struck him. Supposing 
they had come and gone again, having found what they 
were seeking? Or suppose they did not come, because the 
‘quipu they had was not a copy of the original but a fake? 
~ How would he get on the trail of Lady Penelope then? 
A little chill went through him. If that quipu was a 
fake, they might try as she had suggested to force the 
‘truth out of her cousin by torturing her. 
Scott tensed. Behind him a door creaked. He switched 
off his torch and slowly turned, peering through the gloom 
‘towards the door. The thin shaft of light from the lamp 
‘outside was widening. He heard the murmur of voices. 
' Looking about him for a hiding place, Scott saw the 
“teacher’s desk and crouched behind it. In the stillness he 
“could hear the thumping of his heart. 
_ Peering above the edge of the desk, he saw a man sil- 
_houetted against the light- outside as he eased through the 
"i y-open door. A man with a high-crowned hat. An- 
other followed him, and another and another until there 
“were four of them standing there just inside the doorway. 
| The hinge creaked again as the door was closed. Instinct- _ 
ively he ducked down, just in time. A torch beam stabbed 
_ out, playing around the hall. Again there was a murmur 
of voices and then booted feet shuffled on the floor as 
they advanced slowly up the hall between the rows of 
_ desks towards his hiding place. 
_ There was a knechole beneath the desk, Carefully Scott 
backed into it on his knees. It was a tight fit for one of * 
his size, but it was the only cover available. 
| The men paused by the dais. A harsh voice said in 
Spanish, “Which door leads to the vault entrance, 
_ Sancho?” 
“The left one, Sefior Morales. In the teacher’s room 
there are steps under the vais” ah 





“é Bueno. Sta raps - 
that door being unlocked” > °n¢ XeeP guard. I don't like 
sciagtane was careless,” 7 

ere just th ” 
Ne a ee Sa, 


The men moved awa , 
} y. Scott heard 

oe of the torch vhhished, Pill ah hall in 
an oe Pak apil beer eg a moment, and then the 
gwen later a match fared Ce a 

cott eased himself out of the k 

| nee-hi 

above the desk. A cigarette glowed in the. ina leg he 


Piped edlbienag crafty features. The man was not looking 
Scott drew his machi i es 

sheet ia adh ne pistol. The yellow barrel was 

sigh mind beens — slowly to his feet, but some 
“Caramba!” i F i oy 

“Whew ae man exclaimed, coming to his feet, 
Scott heard i H 

holster, fo heat as ee of a gun being slid from its 
ere was a faint hiss i i ; 

gig ori back and peak re coe i 

went to the man, and examined him i : 

pn te his torch. The miniature Gocco haat a 

pine a0 ge in the left upper arm. The drug they con- 

conor he A het a a, ROD 

al fae so ee ¢ oor. Scott knew he would be 
He made for the door to the | ai 

6 oom Th e left of the dais and eased 

came from ad oo beyond was in darkness, No sound 

ft opened the door wide i 
probed the darkness with his peabll Seam ee 
room was small, with oak panelli beam ceili 

and a stone firep] aa gs mer 

yamed : — ace, Where the hearth should have bone 
cott moved stealthily across the room. Be 

v . Below 
a stone stairway led stain it was a ts inion 


pistol, twice in rapid succession. - 

























‘older than the one he had seen in the professor’s hacienda. 

This, he knew, had been in existence when Pizarro rode 

triumphantly into Cuzco. Down below, Inca treasures had 

probably been hidden from the conqueror. 

_ A light came from beneath him. Faint voices drifted to’ 
“his ears. Scott switched off his torch and slowly descended. 
There was a stone landing halfway down. 

' Scott crouched there, looking about him. The vault had 
"stone grey walls. The upper parts were of the same massive 
_blue-grey stone blocks that formed the old walls of the 
"city. The lower parts were chiselled from bedrock. Fire- 
_ wood, barrels, lumber, old desks, and school books littered 
' the place. Obviously it had been used as a storage cellar 
_ for years. 

_ At the far end were the other three men. While one 
held a lamp the others were levering with a crowbar at 
- one of the stone blocks. Suddenly one of them cried out 
' to the man with the lamp, 

“It moves, Sefior Morales! It moves 
Scott watched fascinated as the heavy stone pivoted 

slowly to reveal a dark cavity. 

_ Morales, a hard-faced man with a thin moustache, better 

dressed than the others, shone the lamp into the hole, then 

thrust his hand inside and drew something out that gléamed 

_ in the lamplight. 

- It looked like a small gold casket. The men gasped 

at sight of it. 

Scott shared their excitement. That casket had lain there 
| for six centuries. If the quipu did not lie, it might hold the 
__ key to untold wealth. 

Scott saw that sweat was glistening on the olive-skinned 
face of the man called Morales as he fumbled with the 
| fastening. Greed was etched on the swarthy faces of his 
companions as they watched. 

Morales seemed to find difficulty in opening the casket, 
so cunningly had the ancient craftsman made it. With an 
angry snarl, he drew a knife and viciously attacked the 
delicate casket, which Scott figured was worth a minor 
fortune in itself. At last it burst open. 

" *Morales snatched something from inside and held it 
up. Green fire flashed from = fingers. 
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eated on a wooden bunk covered with a straw mattress. 
\bove him was a barred window through which he could 
ee the starry sky. Opposite the window was a gate of iron 
ars beyond which was a cold-looking stone corridor lead- 
ng to other cells. : 

_ Keys jangled and footsteps came along the corridor. A 
brown-faced man in a white uniform and peaked cap 
appeared and looked through the bars at him. 

_ “So,” he said quietly in Spanish. “You have come round 
at last? Come, Americano! El Commandante wishes to 


ee you. 
He opened the gate and Scott rose unsteadily to his 
eet. For a moment the cell swam about him. Then he took 
‘a grip on himself and walked out into the corridor. He 
‘saw that the jailer was watching him warily and that he 
kept his hand near the butt of a pistol at his hip. 

_ “What happened to me?” he asked. 

_ The man gestured along the corridor. “El Commandante 
‘is waiting.” 

" Scott went down the corridor and into a bare lime- 
washed office where a grey-haired man in gold-braided 
‘uniform sat behind a desk. Against a wall a burly dark- 
‘skinned man in the clothes of a workman sat with his 
‘right arm in a sling. He stared stolidly at Scott. : 
Scott turned to the officer behind the desk, and then 
froze. On the desk were his machine pistol, his micro- 
‘radio transmitter and torch. 

_ “What’s the idea of the bracelets, commandant?” he 
asked, holding up his wrists. 

' You are under arrest, sefior. Unfortunately your gang 
_ made good their escape.” 

_ “My gang?” 

“With whom you broke into the school.” The comman- 
dant indicated the man with his arm in a sling. “Sefior 
 Carmello, the janitor, ‘remembered he had forgotten to 
' lock the door and returned to the school. He found you 
there and struck you down, but one of your gang shot 
__ him and they got away.” 

_ “Now, look here, commandant,” Scott said patiently. 
“You've got hold of the wrong end of the stick. I can 


j explain.” 
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At a sign from the commandant, the jailer unlocked the 

cuffs. It was evident that the professor's influence 
ied considerable weight in Cuzco. 

And now, my friend,” the professor went on, “let 
hear your side of the story.” 

Scott told him what had bape in the schoolhouse, 
d the professor’s dark eyes gleamed. 

“An emerald?” he mused. “And their leader said there 
. plan engraved on it? What did he look like, this 


Scott described Morales. 

“Morales? Caramba! I know him. An unscrupulous ad- 

turer, my friend. A clever scoundrel who always man- 

es to keep on the right side of the law. But he will 

p at little if there is enough profit to be gained. I think 

it was lucky the janitor struck you down before they caught. 
u ”» 


He turned to the commandant. “Have the town searched 
r these men. Perhaps they are still here. Stop and search 
trucks leaving the city.” 
“Si, Sefior Professor.”’ 
As if eager to please, the commandant switched on an 
ercom microphone and spoke rapidly into it. 
_ “I think it’s a waste of time, professor,” Scott said. 
“My guess is they’ve already left the city. Question is, 
‘which way have they gone?” He smiled bitterly. “If all 
‘toads lead to Cuzco as they say, I guess all roads lead 
‘out of it. They might have gone to any point of the 
“compass.” 
_ “No, I think not,” the professor said with a thoughtful 
‘frown. He took Scott’s arm. “Come, we cannot talk freely 
“in here.” 
_ Leaving the commandant still snapping orders into the 
tercom, they left the police station. Outside in the dawn 
ht Parker was still dozing over the wheel of the Rolls. 
He woke up with a start as the professor tapped on the 
canopy, and the craggy face lit up at sight of Scott. 
“Thank Pete you're orl right, guy.” he said, “Sorry we 
dn’t make it quicker than wot we did, but them roads 
was carved up something oe in places by the earth- 


quake. And when we did get ’ere we ’ad to chase round 


before we could find out what "appened to you.” 


“That’s okay,” Scott grinned as he sank into the luxury 
of the back seat. “Guess things could have been worse.” 
He turned to the professor. who had got in beside him. 
“What’s on your mind? You think you know which direc- 


tion Morales and his gang may have taken?” 


“Si, sefior. I was telling you earlier of the priest: of 
Pizarro who tortured the Incas trying to find out where 
the emerald mines were. Although he never discovered 
their exact location, he did extort a few clues from his 
unfortunate victims. One of them was that the mines were 


in the deep jungle to the east.” 


“So that’s where you figure Morales will head?” 
“St, sefior.” 


Scott’s face tightened. “Well, that narrows it down con- 


siderably.” 


“Lumme, you’re an optimist, Mister Scott,” Parker put 


in. “There might be ’arf a dozen roads leading east from 
ere.” : 

“You're forgetting Thunderbird, Now it’s getting light 
I can reconnoitre the whole of this territory from Ecuador 
to Bolivia in an hour, I guess not much traffic heads for 
the jungle, does it, professor?” 

“Indeed not, my friend. Most of it is still as impene- 
trable as it was two centuries ago and many of the tribes 
are just as savage.” 

“Okay,” said Scott. “I left Thunderbird in a quarry to 
the north east. Let’s get out there, Parker. I’ve got to 
locate those crooks before they reach the jungle. Once 
they do it'll be impossible to see them from the air.” 


As Thunderbird One rose vertically from the gloom of 
the quarry, the sun burst above the horizon with the sud- 
den intensity of a nuclear explosion, flooding the bleak 
mountains with golden light. 

It was easy to understand, Scott thought, why the ancient 
Incas had worshipped the sun, when their god rose in such 
a blaze of glory each morning. 

Below him the mountains reared and folded like the 
waves of a storm-swept yi frozen to immobility. 
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the main road from Cuzco to the jungle on the 
mption that Morales would have taken that route. 
“No luck yet, Mister Scott?” asked Parker. 

“No. But I reckon they haven’t had time to reach the 
ungle yet. The odds are they can travel across country 
pn that truck. I'll drop lower and scan some of these 
banyons. Can you cut across country if I locate them?” 
' “You bet,” Parker said. “The Rolls can do anything 
except climb a precipice, Mister Scott.” 

> “Swell. I'll maintain open circuit.” 

_ He screamed on southwards. Far ahead he saw the rib- 
bon of the main east road appear, dipping into valleys 
soaring over stony ridges until finally it flung itself 
across a trestle bridge over a chasm and vanished into the 


jungle. 
| To the west a deep canyon appeared, like a dark gash 
as if slashed in the mountain slope by a cosmic sword. 
' Scott reduced speed and. extended his wings, planing 
' down to scan the shadowy depths of the canyon. 
' And then he saw it. 
' Crawling on caterpillar tracks along the rock-strewn 
floor of the canyon was a closed truck, looking from that 
height like a great green bug. t 
_ Scott swooped low, his auto-cameras scanning, then 
' swung in a big arc and came back over the canyon. 
"Not for the first time did he find himself regretting 
that Thunderbird One carried no weapons or missiles. He 
would not have taken aggressive action against the truck 
elf, for fear that Lady Penelope and her cousin were 
in it. But maybe he could have blasted a rock fall, blocking 
~ the canyon to delay the truck and give Parker a chance of 
| catching up with it. 
| His jaw tightened when he saw a small hatch slide 
_ back at the front of the streamlined canopy of the truck, 
' and the nozzle of a gun appear. Accelerating, he flung 


On his scanner screen he got a glimpse of the gun flash- 
ing, There was no time to retract his wings. He brought 
| ‘Thunderbird round in a loop, corkscrewed and levelled 
out two thousand yards ag from the canyon. 


“They sure mean business,” he gasped. “If my reaction 
had been a split second slower—” 


A red light flashed. An urgent bleeping sounded from 
the control pane 


Homing missile! 

The thought had scarcely registered when something ex- 
ploded at the tail of the craft. It shuddered and bucked 
violently. But for the straps Scott would have been flung 
from his'seat, 

Lights were winking on the control panel. A quick glance 
told him he was in dire trouble. The jets were not firing. 
The plane was rapidly losing height. He thanked his stars 
he had not had time to retract the wings or already the 
plane would be plummeting earthwards like a meteor to 
obliterate itself against the rocky terrain, : 

Even so, the rarefied air was not holding the plane as 
it would have done at a lower altitude. The mountain 
slope seemed to be rushing up to meet him. és 
: Sir apiigaa he jigged the manual controls, trying to gain 
eight. & 

He felt a little lift, but that mountainside was perilously 
near. 

Far ahead he could see the ribbon of the main road 
along which the Rolls was travelling. Could he reach it 
before he crash-landed? He doubted it. 


An air current, sweeping off the mountain, suddenly 
lifted the diving craft, giving him hope. He found the 
plane answering reluctantly to the steering controls, 

Scott banked away from the mountain. Ahead he saw 
a small valley open up, dark with jungle. He realised it 
might be his only hope. If he landed among the cushioning 
trees he might have a chance of saving Thunderbird. If 
he hit the rocky terrain the plane would be shattered and 
what little was left would probably be blown to atoms by 
its exploding fuel tanks, 

It was typical of Scott, as of all his brothers, that not 
once did he think of ejecting himself and parachuting down 
to safety. Thunderbird One had to be saved from estruc- 
tion if it were humanly possible. 


A few seconds later he hee he was going to make it. 
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T ’ave.” 95 ; 


“Tl be okay, Parker,” he said. “Guess my machine 
pistol can take care of anything I’m likely to run up 
against. You might have trouble forcing your way through 
the jungle, anyway, and every hour we can save may be 
vital. Morales probably reckons he’s safe from pursuit now 
he’s shot me down. Be seeing you. I'll maintain radio 


contact to give you a bearing,” 
“Okey doke, sir. Good luck! ” 


Scott remembered the scanner films he’d been taking 


of the truck before he was shot down. 


One of the cameras had an X-ray lens. He took out 
the film, and ran it through a mercury battery-operated 


projector. 


A clear picture of the interior of the truck came on the 
screen. He could identify Morales and Sancho, the man 
he had knocked out with his pistol in the schoolreom at 


Cuzco, Sancho was driving. 


At the rear of the truck he could just make out the 
trussed figures of Lady Penelope and the young man he 


had seen carried from the ruins of the restaurant in Lima. 

“That. settles one thing.” he muttered. “We're hot on 
a wild goose chase.” tee 

Scott put overalls on over his uniform. They would 
Make it warm going through the jungle, but he didn’t 
take lightly Parker’s word about snakes, 

Anacondas, if he encountered any, would be easily dealt 
with by the machine pistol, but smaller, venomous snakes, 
that might lie unseen beside his path to dart their deadly 
lightning fangs at him, were another matter. The tough 
overalls would give him protection against them, 

Scott made up a pack of emergency rations, Then arming 
himself with a small hatchet, hacking knife, a laser beam 
and his machine pistol, he opened the hatch, closed it 
behind him and slid down a vine to the ground. 

For a moment or so he stood there, listening to the 
noises of the jungle all around him. Something slithered 
through the rank grass. From a distance came the squeal- 
ing of some small animal in 7 peril. A tiny bird with 
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_ “Guess you're right, son. Maybe you can get out there 


Get going. You'll 


need Brains and his workshop pod. Better take Gordon 


aiong, too.” 


4 “Okay. I’m on my way, Dad!” Virgil said eagerly, 
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press, following the tracks of the truck beside a moun- 
in stream. In places where the canyon had been choked 
by undergrowth a path had been scorched, and the dry 
brush, back against the canyon walls, was still smouldering. 
_ “Must be using a flame thrower,” Scott said. “Morales 
sure came prepared for every trick,” 
_ They crossed a swift-flowing river on the hydrofoils, 
‘entered another canyon. 

The radio bleeped and Virgil’s voice came through. 
_ “Scott from Thunderbird Two. Can you read me?” 
_ Taking the microphone from Parker, Scott said, “Come 
‘in, Virgil. Where are you?” 
_ “We've located Thunderbird One. Brains is inspecting 
‘the damage. He figures it may be quite a long job to 
Tepair. What’s the set-up?” 
Scott told him. 
_ “Would you like me to make an air reconnaissance to 
see if I can locate that truck?” asked Virgil. 
Scott considered, then said, “No, thanks, Virgil. We'll 
‘be into the jungle pretty soon and I guess you'd have 
a tough task of spotting it. Besides, if Morales saw you 
’d know International Rescue was still on his tail. That 
ight not be so good for Lady Penelope.:And he might 
try to shoot you down as he did me. Guess we'll carry 
On as we are.” 5 
“Can the Rolls make it through the jungle? How about 
y returning to base to get the jungle cat?” 
Scott thought of the amphibious caterpillar crawler that 
could claw and blast its way through the dense jungle. 
The idea was tempting, but-— 
' “Tt would take all of three or four hours for you to 
' get it back here from base, Virgil,” he said. “Anything 
_ might happen in that time. I’ve got to stick as close to 
- Morales as I can. I’ve got a hunch he won’t find the jungle 
_ much of an obstacle. If he blazes a trail for the truck, I r 
_ guess the Rolls can get through the same way.” 
' ‘When at last they reached the jungle, after following 
the remnants of an old Incas’ road for some miles, Scott 
_ found that his hunch was right. 
' For a swath had been cut through the thick-growing 
forest as if by a powerful ay ray, forming a tunnel with 


and 
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target even as the spear came hissing towards him. Scott 
ducked and saw the man who had thrown it topple for 
ward into the clearing, unconscious. : 
The Indian was naked pace for a cloth about his waist. 


‘He had straight coal-black hair and mahogany-coloured 
‘skin, and there were round wooden lugs thrust through 
‘the pierced. lobes of his ears. His toes were curiously 
splayed, with the big toe separated from the rést. On each 
‘cheek and on his chest a red triangle was painted. 

| Indifferent to danger, the professor stared fascinated at 
the unconscious Indian. Scott grabbed his arm.and thrust 
him towards the car. 

| “Quick!” he said. 
others about.” 

_ They scrambled inside, and Scott grunted with relief 
when the bullet proof canopy closed tightly around them. 
“Get her moving, Parker,” he ordered. 

As the Rolls lurched forwards onto the path that 
Morales’ truck had seared through the jungle, Scott turned 
to the professor, whose dark eyes were gleaming with 
_ excitement. 

“You seem mighty interested in that guy who tried to 
| skewer you, professor. I didn’t think Indians so primitive 
"still existed.” 

| “My friend, did you see those triangles painted on him?” 
_ the professor asked eagerly. 


p . “Sure. ef 
_ “That is the sign of the Incas. The triangle has always 


' been identified with their buildings. Their thatched roofs 
_ were that shape, and their windows.” 


“You mean that fellow was an Inca?” Scott said incredu- 


~ Jously. “You mean that’s what the descendants of the men 
_ who built those marvellous roads and fortresses and 
temples and shifted all those huge blocks of stone, have 
_ degenerated into?” 
“No, my friend. I believe that Indian was one of the 
fabled Guardians of the Green Flame.” 
“What green flame?” 
“Emeralds! If my theory is right, sefior, that man is ~ 
one of a tribe with whom legend says the Inca emperor 
' Tupac Yupanquy made a blood pact hundreds of years 
ago.” 
“Go on.” Scott said, his pulses quickening now. “What's 


the rest of the story, professor?” f ; 
“It is said that the legendary emerald mines were dis- 
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Alligators raised ugly snouts above the murky water as the 
Rolls skimmed across on its hydrofoils. 
_ A few miles downstream on the other side a smaller river 
joined it. Their trail turned east up this. ’ 

~ Tt was getting dark now and Scott realised he would be 
faced with a problem, whether to halt for the night or 
press on in the- light of the car’s powerful headbeams. 
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dying horribly.” 
e of the jungle 


but deep down he knew it 
his gang must believe it or 


their way feverishly through _ darkness. 


from some distance to t 


f, the professor though 
e miles, then Pecans ry 


“suppose he stopped for the night? He would be warned 
of their approach by the powerful headlights. Knowing the 
"weapons with which the truck was armed, Scott realised. 
the Rolls would not stand a chance even with the powerful 
cannon which were concealed behind the radiator. 

' As the darkness closed in, Parker said, “Wot’s that light 
through the trees, Mister Scott? Looks like a fire.” 

Scott told him to stop, and peered at the red glow in 
' the gloom some distance ahead. 

_ Had his hunch been right? Had Morales stopped for 
the night? But why light a fire when his truck must be a 


fully equipped camp on wheels? 
_ There was obviously only one way to find out. He — 
_ checked his pistol and his laser beam, put his micro-radio 
in his pocket, and inserted a tiny speaker plug in his ear. 
“Okay, Parker,” he said. “Open up. T’ll reconnoitre.” 
_ . Parker gasped. “Lumme, guv! You ain’t goin’ out there 
among all them wotsits?” 

“I’m well armed.” 

“But you ain’t got eyes in your back. 1’ 
you.” 
“You'll stay here and—well, if anything does happen 
to me, it’s up to you and the professor to get to Lady 
_ Penelope. Remember, your first duty’s to her, Parker. If I 
need help I’ll radio.” 
_. Grumbling, Parker acqu 
Scott got out, flipped his h 


he saw that the fire glow was coming 
he right of the path Morales’ truck 
had seared. Warily he pushed through the jungle towards 
it, his machine pistol held ready, alert for the slightest 

iling sar” “eae his face, and snagged 


m comin’ with 


iesced and opened the canopy. 
and and moved ahead into the 


As he drew nearer 


sign of danger. Tra 
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his booted feet. Huge white orchids glowed like pale 
ghostly faces in the fetid gloom. Bi ' 

Presently the pungent smell of wood smoke touched his 

nostrils and then, as the matted undergrowth cleared a 

little, he saw the palm-thatched huts of an Indian village 
in the fire glow. 

heard a weird flute-like sound, and then a sudden 
high-pitched scream stopped him in his tracks, chilling the 
blood in his veins. 

“You orl right, Mister Scott?” asked Parker’s hoarse 
voice in his ear. ree 

Teg” 

“Wot was that scream?” 

“It came from an Indian village.” / 

Another blood-curdling screech echoed through the 
jungle and then other voices were screeching in a strange 
off-beat cadence, keeping time to the weird pipings. 

“Stand by, Parker!” he said. “Something’s happening 
in the village. I’m going to take a look.” eas 

He moved forward slowly, carefully parting the: under- 
vial and peering out into the clearing where the village 
stood. ‘ 

There were six huts, raised a few feet from the ground 
on poles, crude structures with an open platform on two 
sides of a communal room with a screen door of bamboo. 

In the centre of the clearing was a fire and round it 
squatted some fifty Indians, men, women and children. 
All the men were daubed with red triangles like those 

- Scott had seen on the Indian who had tried to spear the 
professor. 

They were swaying and screeching in time to a bamboo 
flute which one of them was playing, and their eyes were 
fixed on a grotesque figure who sat with his back to one 
of the huts. 

He had a headdress of red feathers and in one hand 
he held by its long black hair a shrunken human head, 
no bigger than a doll’s. He seemed to be crooning to 


it. 
Round his neck a huge emerald was suspended, which 
seemed alive with green flames in the light of the fire. 
Suddenly the witch aug ii a piercing shriek and 
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‘His gruff voice trailed off, 


© Parker. Just be ready to move off when 


danger. But what 
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in mid-air. He landed on his feet, tried to Spring again, 
Staggered, then fell headlong and lay still. 


The other Indians stopped dancing, staring down in 
wonder at him. The women and children cowered away, 
hiding their faces behind their hands, 

A deathly stillness fell on the clearing, broken only by 
the hissing of wood on the fire. 

Scott took advantage of the Indian’s terror to change the 
yellow barrel of his pistol for a blue one. Then he fired 
a succession of shots into the ground about the fire. Dense 
blue-grey fumes billowed up to mingle with the fire smoke 
as the tiny shells exploded, drifting across the clearing 
like a fog. 

_ _ Coming so soon after the mysterious striking down of 
their witch doctor, it was too much for the Indians. They 
fled screaming into their huts, sb 

Drawing his knife, Scott raced through the fog across 
the clearing and swarmed up the rickety ladder to, the 
witch doctor’s hut. Me 


aed Penelope gasped with relief when she recognised 
im. 


“Scott! Thank goodness! ” 


“Save your breath,” he panted, cutting the liana ropes 
that bound her. “You'll need it to get back through that 
smoke screen.” ‘ 

When she was free she rose eagerly to her feet, then 
gave a little cry and would have toppled from the platform 
if Scott hadn’t caught her. 

“Awfully sorry, dear boy,” she murmured. “Pins and 
needles, you know. Silly of me, but——” 

Scott swept her off her feet and slung her over his 
shoulder. At any moment some of the Indians might re- 
cover from their terror and creep out again to investigate. 
He leapt from the platform and raced back across the 
clearing, crashing through the undergrowth, expecting at 
a step to feel the searing impact of a spear in his 
ack. 

At last he was through to the track and saw the faintly 
gleaming shape of the Rolls a few yards away. 

Parker had the said oe Scott bundled Lady 
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“You mean he doesn’t trust those Indians?” 5 

Lady Penelope smiled. “You saw them. Would you?” 

“Shall I keep the ’eadlights on, Mister Scott?” Parker 
asked. “They rather hadvertise our presence to the 
henemy.” 

“Can you drive on your sidelights?” 

“Yes, sir. And the hinstruments will pick up the henemy 
before we get in sight.” 

“Okay.” % 

Scott turned to Lady Penelope, “Just what were those 
Indians aiming to do to you? It looked as though they 
were worshipping you.” 

“I gathered they regarded me as some kind of a—er— 
goddess.” 

“It is possible,” said the professor. “Fair-haired people 
were regarded as gods by many of the ancient races: of 
South America. They believed they were true children 
of the sun because of the colour of their hair. There ‘are 
legends of a golden-haired race who once ruled the con- 
tinent, long before the Incas, and who promised to return 
to save the people when they were in dire need.” 

Lady Penelope frowned. “I suspect that Sefior Morales 
had something like that in mind when he left Cuzco. Some 
of his men wanted to—er—dispose of Gus and L. To shut 
our mouths, as they rather crudely put it. Sefior Morales 
over-ruled them, to my great relief.” 

“Why should Morales be scared of a little bunch of 
Indians like that lot back there?” Scott asked. “With his 
weapons he could wipe them out.” 

“But that is not all of the tribe, my friend,” put in 
Professor de Sabata. “There are many villages scattered 
throughout this jungle territory. A message on the drums 
would bring the whole tribe down on Sefior Morales. That 

“might not be so healthy for him. He is no fool. He thinks 
it better to buy their friendship by giving them a goddess.” 

They drove on through the night. The trail was climbing 
now, leaving the swampier lower levels of the jungle and 
following a river valley into the hills. But the going became 
more difficult and at times they were making only a few 
miles an hour. Now and then sheer precipices yawned 
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Suddenly Scott checked. The ground under his feet, 
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in the earth. Lady Penelope gripped his arm. 
Ly agi 
“What was that, Scott? ae 
“és her earth tremor. I was w: ‘i 
shes sania for days yet. Nothing to worry abou 
I guess.” ae 





They went on again, and then, as they turned a bend 
in the path, they froze. 

In the gloom of half dawn, not fifty yards ahead of 
them stood Morales’ truck, without lights. There was no 
sign of life. 

Scott switched on his micro-radio and extended a tiny 
bowl antenna, directing it at the truck. At that range the 
sensitive microphone would pick up low conversation, even 
the snores of sleeping men. But he heard only the roar 
of the river below. 


“They must have gone ahead on foot,” Scott whispered. 


“Strange they haven’t posted a guard.” 

“They’re near the loot and they don’t trust one another,” 
she murmured, : 

Warily they approached the truck. Then, from the under- 
growth near the truck, where he had apparently been 
sleeping, an Indian arose. He stared at them in the grey 
light of dawn, then grabbed a spear which was sticking 
in the ground. 

Scott snatched out his pistol, but Lady Penelope was 
quicker. 

With a lightning flick of her hand she tossed something 
at the Indian. It burst on his bare chest with a little 
plop. He gasped and the half-raised spear fell from his 
nerveless hand. His legs buckled and he pitched forward 
on his face and lay still. 

Scott looked at Lady Penelope. “What was that?” 

“A knockout gas capsule disguised as a lipstick case. 
I find them very convenient in tight corners, Scott.” 

The truck was sealed, but an inspection through the 
windows, in the light of their torches, satisfied them that 
Gus was not in it. Apparently Morales had taken him 
on as well. 

Moving along a path which had been hacked through 
the tall brush, in the faint dawn light they saw a small 
pyramidical temple of dark stone blocks erected in three 
tiers against the base of a high cliff. It was partly over- 
grown by brush and its upper half was lost in the gloom. 

“The temple of Illa Tica,” Lady Penelope murmured. 
“But where is the Goddess a faecal 
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“The temple of Illa Tica,” murmured Lady Penelope 
lit 


Almost as if the words had invoked a magic spell, the 
sun suddenly burst above the mountains and its search- 
ing rays lit up a golden statue seated on a rocky throne 
on the uppermost tiers of the temple. 

“Guess that’s the lady,” Scott said in a low voice, awed 
by the sudden transition. 

For centuries now the rising sun must have shone down 
on that statue, sitting there and guarding the secret treasure 
of the Incas. 

The path led into the overgrown entrance to the temple. 
As they walked forward warily, Scott found himself glan- 
cing involuntarily at the statue above him. Was it just fancy 
or did its gleaming face scowl disapprovingly at him? 


He grinned tightly. The savages from whom he had. 
rescued Lady Penelope might believe in such stupid super- 
Stition, but a twenty-first century man should be above 
such things. And yet.... Z 

A few stone steps rose up beyond the entrance. Mount- 
ing these they found themselves in a stone-paved courtyard 
Overgrown with tall weeds and trailing vines and lit up 
by sunlight. Before them was another stone gateway, 
gloomy and forbidding. 

“There’s a touch of the Sleeping Beauty about this,” 
Scott muttered. : 

“But the Beauty’s up there on that throne instead of 
lying on a couch waiting for us to awaken her, Scott.” 

“Sure. And she’s been sleeping for five hundred years, 
not a hundred. Come on!” 

' They entered the second gateway. Here the sun could 
‘not penetrate. Scott probed the darkness with his micro- 
radio bug before switching on his torch. In its light he 
saw a big bare stone-paved chamber. Even the weeds had 
not gained a foothold here. 

The walls were of stone blocks, so finely cut they fitted 
exactly. It would have been impossible to insert the blade 
of a knife between them. At intervals niches had been left 
in the wall and in them stood small statues which gleamed 
in the light of the torch. 

“Probably coated with gold leaf,” Scott whispered. “But 
I guess they'd still be worth a small fortune.” 





At the far end of the temple chamber a high altar had 
been cut from the solid cliff rock. me : 
On the altar sat another statue whose . head gj ve 
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. Scott led the way back to the temple. As they came 
in sight of it, there was another earth tremor, so violent 
this time that it threw them off their feet. 

As they lay sprawling, the professor pointed to the 
Statue above the temple. 

“Look!” he gasped. 

They stared up at the statue. It was rocking violently. 


Suddenly it toppled from the throne and crashed down 
on to the roof of the temple. 


In the silence that followed they looked nervously at 


one another. 


“Sacramento!” the professor murmured. “To think that 
it has sat there for centuries and now it falls.” a 

“It’s a homen, that’s wot it is!” Parker said hoarsely. 

“Don’t be silly, Parker,” Lady Penelope said, getting: to 
her feet. “It’s merely a coincidence. No doubt every earth 
tremor over the centuries has rocked that statue ‘a little 
and this one was the—er—last straw that broke the 
eamel’s back. Is that not so, professor?” 

“Si, sefiorita. It can be nothing else,” 


But Scott thought that, for a man of science, he did not 
sound so sure of himself. 

“Of course, Parker,” went on Lady Penelope, “if you 
are scared you can go back and wait in the car.” 

“"Oo said I was scared?” he demanded with dignity. 
“I was just hexpressin’ an opinion. But the sooner we res- 
cue the ’onourable Gus and get the perishin’ blazes out of 
_ ‘ere the better I’m goin’ to like it, m’lady.” sone oe 

They moved on into the gloom of the temple, Scott in 
the lead and Parker bringing up the rear, carrying the laser 
gun. 

A few minutes after they had vanished a tiny black 
shape, that had been hovering up in the sky over the 
cliff, swooped down like a vulture to land before. the 
temple. 

The Hood grinned evilly as he alighted from his heli- 
jet, and made for the sagas 
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“Pore blokes,” Parker muttered, “Then they was just. 
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Scott flashed a signal up the shaft and presently the 
others joined him. They crossed the chamber and entered 
the passage. It angled sharply downwards and then levelled 
out. As the sound of the river faded, Scott was able to 
use the radio bug again. They had gone aboutia hundred 
yards from the river when the sensitive microphone picked 
up a strange staccato sound. p : 

Scott motioned to the others to stop and switched off 
the torch. Far ahead a faint glow appeared. 

“Wait here,” he whispered, going on alone. 

As the light became brighter, the staccato sound grew 
louder. Presently he could make out the exit to the passage. 
A brilliant light shone beyond. 

A few moments later he was peering into another roughly 
circular rock chamber, illuminated by a powerful portable 
arc lamp. In its light six men, stripped to the waist, were 
working feverishly at the rock face. One of them was using 
a self-powered drill. That accounted for the staccato sound 
he’d heard. 

The men were prising pieces of rock from the wall that 
flashed like green fire in the light of the arc lamp. He was 
able to identify Morales and Sancho. The others he could 
not see plainly. “ 

For a few moments Scott stared, fascinated by the sight 
of this legend of fabulous riches come true. 

Then he brought his mind back to reality. Where was 
Lady Penelope’s cousin? 

Pistol at the ready, he moved silently into the chamber, 
scanning the shadows for a bound figure. Suddenly he 
sensed a movement behind him. 

He swung, saw a dim figure lunging at him and the 
faint gleam of an upraised weapon. 

Scott leapt aside and something crashed down on his 
left shoulder, numbing it. Turning, he brought the barrel 
ef his pistol hard against the skull of his assailant. Withr 
a choking cry the man collapsed at his feet. 

But the sound of the brief struggle must have been 
heard. The stuttering of the drill stopped. Scott swung 
defensively, biting his lip against the pain that was now 
racing through his shoulder. The other men were looking 


towards him. 
A 





It was then that he saw that one of the men was Gus. 
Evidently Morales had forced Gus to work while the sixth 
member of the gang kept guard. ye. 

Morales leapt to the arc lamp and spun it on its stand. 
The powerful light beamed out at Scott, dazzling him. © 

_ International Rescue!” Morales shouted, recognising 
his uniform. 

Instinctively Scott shy himself to the ground. A gun 
blazed and an explosive bullet detonated against the rock 
wall above him. 

The yellow barrel with its magazine of paralysing bullets 
was still in Scott’s pistol, but he dared not fire at the men. 
for fear of hitting Gus, 

He rolled towards the passage entrance, and another bul- 
let exploded against the ground where he had been lying. 
Scott gained the passage and scrambled to his feet, hug- 
ging the wall. Another bullet exploded at the edge of the 
a eg and rock splinters ricocheted dangerously close 
to him. he 

Ejecting the yellow barrel from the pistol, he snapped 
the red one into place. Deliberately taking aim at the 
arc lamp, he fired. The lamp disintegrated, plunging the 
mine chamber into darkness. 

“Over here, Gus!” he yelled. “Run for it!” 
There were shouts and a gun flared again and again ‘in 
the darkness as someone fired wildly. 
Scott saw a dim figure hurtling towards him and flashed 
is torch briefly to locate his own position. The next 
moment Gus was in the. passage, stumbling against him. 
“Keep going! ” Scott yelled to make himself heard above 
the blast of another bullet which struck the tock wall 
beside the passage entrance, 
He thrust the other man ahead of him down the passage, 
Scott had gone about twenty yards when the solid rock 
beneath his feet heaved, flinging him against the wall of 
the passage with a sickening jar. He fell to his knees, drop- 
ping his torch. Groping for it, he switched it on and saw 
Gus scrabbling on his Sate and knees a few yards ahead. 
The floor seemed to be rippling under them: Deep down 
there was a menacing rumbling. Another earth tremor. 
If the roof collapsed hes ae 
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“Run, Gus!” he yelled, lurching to his feet. “Run for 
your life! ” 


i i ve 
He heard a thunderous crash behind him. A shock wa’ 


im like a battering 
he passage and struck him 
geil te to the ground again. Dust swept over 
him, choking him, stinging his eyes. 


: : ng the passage. 
He twisted and flashed bis re of fallen tock. ‘Te root 


blocked by a jumb 
hy ne oe eee had collapsed. Morales pas ig A og 
‘would not have stood any more chance than s 
ie i his feet, a figure 
shed himself dazedly to | 
ee tase the dust pall before him. It was Gus 


“I thought I told you to get the blazes out of here, 


Ngee ck.for me and then you expect me 


ug isk your ne I y den 
to pati pagel Gus retorted, taking his arm. “Co: 
on! We'll sink or swim together, old chap. 


They stumbled on and presently Parker appeared in the 
yeti you're orl right, Mister — Rica sea 
“I sent ‘er Ladyship back to the river cham Pik Bo 
perfessor bloke, seein’ it didn’t seem too ealthy dows 
wn Lady Penelope 

the chamber they saw r 
ia ie ican Ws the foot of the ladder leading to 
assage. j 
ah a Béote yelled above the sound of the lg mis 
The professor urged Lady wegen a Pos 
he grasped it and put her 
Be ound dowk “4 shaft from above. 
“Stop there! I have a laser gun. ‘iisce ieee 
‘ ent dry when he recog , 
H ig pa fee had lost the man who called himself 
The Hood far back along Oe ee ee acy aca 
d his torch up the shait. 1 ; 
es battiediess overalls, was peering down, a laser 
veDontt Ey tis > Scott shouted. “You heard those 
i ing the whole ' 
earth tremors. Another saat te 








You'll be tr ae | i me 
ea os ag well as us. The mine chamber has 
The Hood chuckled evilly. “So he wo 
Ce ee pean y. much the worse for you 
tee she —S. Tracy. It will make it more difficult 
“6 ansom?” “ J + 
Ki : vet Papa repeated. What the devil are you 
oe my friend. I want hundreds of them.” 
ou’re crazy! I told you the mine chamber’s buried.” 


“Lady Penelope’s manservant h 
as a lase 
cut through the fallen rock till he finds eck 


to satisfy me. Hurry, Tracy! As you said, the next tremor 


ps bring the whole cliff down.” — - 
cot told himself grimly that wheth ) 
emeralds for The Hood or not, it was a je Ml ye pot 
5 peepee being allowed to leave the mine alive eg 
‘ar down in the bowels of the earth th 
ga rumbling. The floor of the dune ienaeet 
case your forebodings are correct, Tracy.” T 
neem pe é iaiy vig? “T shall withdraw sae 
gpm ae tig as hostage. Unless you bring 
ios bes oo you will die. Kindly climb up to me, 
ap iequnia looking at Scott. . 
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in ee ig floor beuiveon en ee ne ee 
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thunder and he knew no more. 


he said quietly. “If we can contact them——” 


i lost your radio when you 
under the rocks.” 





4 trapped as they were between the laser gun and the possi- 


bility of being entombed by another earth tremor. 
Tawi » The Hood called from the darkness of the 
shait. i 
Lady Penelope grasped the ladder with one hand and 
began to climb. Her other hand slid into her pocket. 
Scott held the torch beam on her for a moment, and 
then swung it up to stab through the darkness. He saw 
The Hood squint against its glare. Then Lady Penelope’s 
hand flashed from her pocket and a tiny object glistened 
in the torch beam before ayrorty J on The Hood’s forehead. 
With a gasp of alarm, he fell backwards out of sight. 

“Gas capsule!” Scott shouted. “Good for you, Penny! 
Let me get at him!” 
- Suddenly the solid bronze seemed to writhe in his hands 
like a live thing. There was @ violent shuddering an 
rock debris showered down on him from the shaft. A piece 
struck him on the temple and he fell to the floor of the 
chamber, half-stunned. 

He was dimly aware of hands dragging him clear and 


then, a long way off it seemed, there was a roar like 


Scott opened his eyes to find himself sitting on the floor 
of the chamber, with Lady Penelope bathing a cut on his 
temple in the light of a torch held by Parker. 

Recollection came flooding back and he asked, “What 
happened?” 

Parker swung the torch to the far side of the chamber. 
It was just a vast heap of rock rubble, sige 8 up to the 
roof where the shaft entrance had been, His heart sank. 
The entrance had been their last line of escape. Now it 


was sealed. 
He saw his own fear mirrored in Lady Penelope’s eyes. 
“Guess it all depends on Virgil and the others now,” 


“There’s not a hope, Scott,” she said, “You must have 
i fell, It is buried somewhere 


“Then we'll have to try ge our way out with the 
1 
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laser beam,” he said, struggli i be i 
, . struggling to his feet. “Maybe it’s 
a ftrape to one chance, but if there are no more jremoes 
ring the roof down on us, we might be able to get 
t jg to nek agen leading out to the temple.” 

e perishin’ thing ain’t squashed fla i 
Parker sal valle g sq d flat by that tremor, 

“We'll cross that bridge if we come to it, Parker,” Lad 
sie oe said reprovingly. “I think the sooner we set FA 

A shout from the gloom interrupted h 
war and Gus came into view. : weil 

e river,” gasped the professor. “It’s rising fast 
Already it is lapping over it gre 
se br de pping its bank on to the floor of the 

Scott went to the river. Not onl it hi 

j y was it higher than 
when he had first seen it, but it 2 ins 
more swiftly now. We Gaia ene ai us 

Despair gnawed at him. If it rose faster than th 

FP ey could 
cut through the rock fall they would be epee TFlfen 
a wild hope surged through him, banishing despair: 

How long had it taken them to reach this chamber 
which ‘threatened to be their tomb? Five minutes? It 
couldn’t have been much more. The river was flowing © 
much faster than they had walked. If. his hunch was 
right and it did flow out into the chasm—— 

He looked at the others, who were watching him 
anxiously. P 
: “Maybe we’ve got better than a thousand to one chance 
i ii re Late vs Liar ourselves to the river,” he said. 

our luck holds, I reckon we might ight i 
aes neue ght see daylight in two 

For a moment they were silent, staring at the river and 
the dark low tunnel into which it pot Then Prohessor 
de Sabata said quietly, “I am not much of a swimmer, 
my friends, but I think I would rather take my chance 
in the river than remain here and watch death creeping 
up on me.” : 

“That goes for me too, Scott,” Lady Penelope said. 

Count me in,” her cousin said, smiling at her. 

Scott looked at Parker, who grinned brashly. 

“Seein’ as ’ow I ioonianaed give ’er Ladyship a month’s 






































notice before heap *er service, Mister Scott, I ain’t got 
slo choice but to stick with ’er.” 
“Okay,” Scott said. “Then let's get cracking. Leave 
the laser gun, Parker. It will only impede you.” 
“Pm not a bad swimmer,” Gus declared. “Pll take care 
of the professor.” 


“Thanks.” 
Scott took the torch from Parker and lowered himself 


into the water. Holding the torch above his head, he felt 
firm rock under his feet. The water tose to his waist. In 
mid-stream it was up to his chest. The swift current tugged 
urgently at him and he had difficulty in keeping his footing. 

He glanced back. Lady Penelope and Parker were 
already in the water. Gus was following with the professor. 
|. He signalled to them and plunged forward. A moment 
 Jater the dark maw of the tunnel swallowed him up. 

i Letting the current take him, Scott concentrated on keep- 
ing his head and the torch above water. Fortunately the 
river was free of boulders. After he had gone a hundred 
| feet or so he saw, to his dismay, that the tunnel was nar- 
| rowing and the roof was lowering. Presently he saw that 
the roof came right down to the water. 

But this had been one of the hazards they’d had to risk 
when they took this desperate gamble. ‘ oe 
He filled his lungs with air and dived. 
It seemed that he was submerged for an eternity. His 
ears began to sing, and a red mist seemed to be closing 
down on his mind. His head grazed the rock roof and 
he forced himself under again. 

| . Then, when he felt his lungs could stand the strain no 
- longer, Scott broke the surface and saw the blessed gleam 
of daylight ahead. 

Gulping air into his tortured lungs, Scott let the current 
earry him through the low exit of the tunnel. All at once 
he found himself in the open air, with sunlight streaming 
down on him between the towering walls of a chasm. 4 

Some yards away was a gravel beach. Scott swam to- 
- wards it, and waded out. Lady Penelope and Parker soon 
| joined him and a few moments later they were all help- 

ing Gus and the near-exhausted professor ashore. 
“parker took careful stock of t eir surroundings, sur- 
-yeying the high sheer rock cy moodily. 


“Looks like we’re out of the perishin’ frying pan into 
the blinkin’ fire,” he growled. “Take a flippin’ fly to climb 
them walls and if that roarin’ noise is what I think it is 
there’s flamin’ rapids waitin’ for us down-river.” 

Scott chuckled. “Quit worrying, Parker. You're forget- 
ting International Rescue. That’s the roar of jets you can 
hear, not rapids. I guess Virgil’s looking for us already.” 

A few minutes later Thunderbird Two swept over the 
chasm. 

The great plane hovered over the chasm while they were 
winched out one by one. Scott was last to leave and as 
he rose above the rim of the wall he looked towards the 


ancient temple of the Goddess of Creation. It was half- . 


buried beneath huge slabs of rock and debris that had 
broken away from the face of the cliff. 
“Guess it'll be a long long time before anyone finds 


that emerald mine again—if they ever do,” he mused: . 


Virgil grinned as he entered the crowded control cabin. 

“Lady Penelope’s been putting me wise to what hap- 
pened down there,” he said. “Didn’t I say you wanted ‘to 
hog all the fun?” &. 

Scott grimaced. “Brother, if that’s your idea of fun, 
you can have it. Just get me back to Thunderbird One. 
I need a quiet little fifteen-thousand-mile-an-hour trip to 
soothe my shattered nerves.” 

Twenty minutes later, after they had taken the Rolls- 
Royce into Brains’s workshop pod, Scott blasted off on 
his under jets from the jungle valley. 

Scott flicked the intercom switch and his father’s craggy 
face appeared on the monitor screen before him. 

“Base from Thunderbird One. Mission accomplished, 
Dad. Be with you in time for breakfast. Don’t forget to 
tell Kyrano—six sausages! ” 

“Okay, son,” Jeff chuckled. “You deserve them. You 
did a swell job. Virgil tells me you may have disposed of 
that scoundrel Hood into the bargain.” 

Scott frowned. “Well, there’s an awful lot of rock piled 
up where we last saw him, Dad, but I wouldn’t like to 
take a bet it’s the last we’ve seen of him. That guy seems 
indestructible.” 


Back on the plateau where the half-buried temple of the 
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the last 


hie! ined T Hood cut throu 
Goddess of Creation stood, The ed ihe 


slab of rock with sn eng ter and emerg 
_ open air, sweating and irt-grimed. : dae 
|’ The first sae set eyes on was his heli-jet, crushed 
- under a huge boulder that the earthquake had flung from 
- the cliff face. o A sad 

His face twisted into a sav: ; ‘ 

“Bah! International Rescue shall pay for this. We shall 


q see who has the last laugh.” 


THE END 
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Thunderbirds to the rescue! This 
time the scene is Peru. It involves 
a fabulous Inca treasure, with 
thrills and adventures enough to 
keep any reader in a state of high 
excitement. 


Once more the Tracys perform 
deeds of heroism. Again Lady Pene- 
' lope and Parker are there with their 
Rolls. And the Hood—he’s there, too, 
j malignant and scheming and dan- 
gerous. 


Me 
Sug T 
‘ 





CALLING 


HUNDERsns 









